


CTJ 






THE GEEK ISSUE 


REVENGE 


RDS 


THE GOLDEN AGE OF 
PHILIPPINE COMICS 
PLAYBOY GUIDE TO 
SENSUAL BATHING 
THE SOUND OF 
REVOLUTION 
FROM RUSSIA 
WITH CODE 
20Q: PAT LOIKA 
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: 
STAN LEE 

MAN OF THE MONTH: 
ISKO SALVADOR 
FICTION: EXTREME 
BY DON WINSLOW 
PICTORIAL 
AKIKO PRIA 
RELLYS TONU 
GEN GABRIEL 


















JV I | D| IS THE FIRST EVER MOTORING MAGAZINE AND IS THE GLOBAL 

#%%# 1 EXPERT FOR FRONTLINE CAR NEWS, REVIEWS AND OPINIONS. 


Now available for android and ios devices. 



PLUS YOUR GUIDE TO 
THE LATEST TECH 


WEARABLES 

THE TIME IS NOW 


Why the latest version of the Cooper S Is not what you think It Is 


ALSO TOYOTA ROADTREK 2014 » KIA'S DRIVE TO PARADISE » JAGUAR F TYPE PROJECT 7 


Past and future collide New Ferrari 458 Spedale 

Toyota’s Tmeno 86 tvnswnn me FTB6 Maranelos new 458 is aiextraordkonf beast 




ALSO MAMA MTEKNATKMAL AUTOSHOW » AUTOCAR PMWfS' AUTO SHOW 


* 2 = 


PI US YOUR GUIDE TO 


AUTOCAR 


THE LATEST TECH 


COMPLETE YOUR AUTOCAR PHILIPPINES 
COLLECTION THROUGH bllCjO 


DOWNLOAD bu ^ NOW! 













MINI.COM.PH 


MINI COOPER 



Call 856-7555 / 0917-5973322 
or email Mymini@mini.com.ph. 
Showroom located at 5th Ave., cor. 
26th St., Bonifacio Global City, Taguig 


h#" BE MINI. 




EDITOR'S NOTE 


GEEKING OUT 


P LAYBOY has always looked beyond the horn-rimmed glasses of 
exceptional personalities and has been generous on pages for 
their relevant voice that it's not a surprise that in six decades, 
a handful of geeks have not only spawned a geek culture but 
has become one of the indicators of the stuff of mainstream culture. Tech 
geniuses, sportsmen, musicians, entrepreneurs, artists, actors, filmmakers, 
writers and novelists—we've sat down with them as they share their world 
view, while PLAYBOY allowed a sexy take of its reflection. In a twist of 
ironies, the socially awkward and often inferior clique has grown to be 
more than intellectuals but experts that change the modern cultural 
landscape. 

This month, we let out our inner geek. 

You have it in you. The modern playboy, after all, has got layers 
of wit for cool, like this issue's Man of the Month Isko Salvador. Better 
known as Brod Pete, Lauren Acurantes talks to one of the funny men of 
local television, and establishes that comedy is indeed hard and for an 
audience that was never the easiest to please, entails creative genius. 

Brod Pete inspires a lifestyle of a happy disposition while brooding by an 
artist code. 

Beyond simply knowing, perhaps geeks are also defined by their 
insistent dexterity on a craft. This is where and when comic book 
enthusiasts and artists come in. Robert Soriano unravels for us a fanboy's 
life well-lived as embodied by comic book writer Pat Loika for 20Q. Look 
into this aftermath of being taken as a life-character on a comic book and 
find out how fandom is simply genuine love for the good stuff. 

An issue dedicated to nerds and geeks would not be complete 


without a feature on the maker of the superheroes we grew up knowing. 
Marvel Comics' Stan Lee for a PLAYBOY Interview is the ultimate comic 
book mayhem. Ninety-one years of that good stuff and now he speaks 
out on the workings of how millions of comic books were ran in the 
height of his career and sets the record straight about the burning 
controversies thereafter. 

Does a toy collection make of a true geek? The city's toy collectors 
come out not only to goof off for this month's People, but also to show 
how toy collectors have taken an interesting turf for a subculture. 

There's always consideration for new story characters before they can 
come alive on a graphic plane. Take these adrenaline junkies created by 
noir master Don Winslow. Your imagination should be braced for a higher 
level of intoxication as this first of a three-part serial carries the kicks. 

Jason Inocencio takes a break from his conversations with PLAYBOY'S 
International Women to discuss his overflowing pride for the country's 
path to a full-blown comic book culture. He invites you to share that pride 
as he tells the story of the Komiks, from being a habitue of superheroes' 
lairs to the sensibilities that now make it a valued art form. 

Giving in to geek love is not without the ladies heady imaginings 
are made of. Asian Beauty Akiko Pria brazenly comes around to be Miss 
July Playmate for the most playful backyard poolside pictorial by Owen 
Reyes to boot. Playmate of the Year at the Philippine Gala alum Rellys 
Tonu frolics at the beaches of Batangas to very well deserve the pages of 
International Woman. The monsoon won't be as drab while Gen Gabriel 
keeps it warm for Asian Beauty. 

Cheers for the gentlemen who also read PLAYBOY for the articles. 



AEL SORIANO 


PLAYBILL 



DARVIN 

MACABALES 

Darvin is a software analyst 
and tester for Accenture- 
Navitaire. He may be 
using the term freelance 
conveniently, but he has 
been a part of bigger 
photo shoots with his work 
being featured in major 
magazines. This hair and 
make-up artist constantly 
finds inspiration from a 
daily stream of trends. 


AINA JACINTO 


Her early introduction into 
the modeling industry 
led Aina Jacinto to develop 
a deep fascination for the 
art of hair and make-up 
styling. While her passion 
for modeling eventually 
faded, her interest in the 
art of styling flourished. 
After studying under 
an established styling 
academy to enhance 
her skills, Aina is now 
a professional hair and 
make up artist. She plans 
to take her artistic talents 
on a sojourn to China 
and Singapore where she 
plans to further widen her 
experience in the craft. 


FATIMA TORRES 


Fatima claims to be in a 
race in a man's world but 
she's not complaining. 
Having written several 
articles for Playboy, she 
went on to manage Asia 
Pacific-wide social media 
campaigns for premium 
brands targeted towards 
males and takes pride in 
being part of a production 
team that made a 
controversial exercise video 
that spawned over four 
million YouTube hits. As 
the current marketing head 
of an upstart company, 
she relishes her time for 
travel, friends, and good 
wine. This time she shares 
her thoughts and friendly 
advice on dating apps for 
the column, Women. 


ELAINE ROBLES 


Elaine Robles' passion and 
enthusiasm for beauty and 
make-up made her pursue 
studies in HD Beauty and 
Fashion Makeup Course at 
the HD Makeup Academy 
mentored. Elaine began 
her passion for make-up at 
a young age of seven but 
joined the financial industry 
after graduating from 
college. After a few years 
in the corporate world, she 
has finally decided to pur¬ 
sue her dream to become a 
professional makeup artist 
at Apex8 Studios Inc. 


RAVEENA 
"RAVEN"BURRO 

Raven joined the modeling 
industry at the age of 
fourteen. It was also in 
this industry were she 
discovered her love for 
makeup artistry. She 
studied HD Beauty and 
Fashion Makeup Course 
at HD Makeup and Studio 
Academy. She also studied 
Advance Airbrush Makeup 
at Maquillage Professionnel 
MP School of Makeup 
. After taking studies in 
both makeup schools, 
she decided to become 
a full-time makeup artist 
that provides services in 
wedding, debut, beauty 
and fashion to various 
clients. 


ROBERT V. 
SORIANO 

Robert V. Soriano thinks 
that geek elitism is bullshit. 
Be it movies, TV show, 
comic book or music, 
he believes that people 
should just focus on loving 
the things they love and 
sharing their fandom and 
passion with other people 
in a non-divisive way. For 
this issue's 20Q, Robert 
interviewed comic book 
writer/renowned comic 
book podcast journalist/ 
geek extraordinaire, Pat 
Loika. 


PLAYBOY 2014 / JULY 2 







The Playboy Guide to sensual 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 


Three issues in a row for the 
women of summer and I 
must say you have outdone 
yourselves. I'm so thrilled 
that you included the US 
annual lingerie pictorial 
special. I'm equally excited 
about the local Playmates 
and Asian Beauties in every 
new issue but it's always 
satisfying to be surprised 
to find other exclusive 
pictorials. Keep up the 
good work and keep the 
awesome dose of gorgeous 
ladies coming! 

Leon, 34, Entrepreneur 

I like that your fashion and 
style sections come in only 
a few pages and is never 


fussy and overdone. It's nice 
to learn about current styles 
and not be overwhelmed 
by elaborate styling and 
vaguely wearable clothing. 

I hope to see more sensible 
editorials in the pages of 
PLAYBOY Philippines in the 
future. More power! 

Atanacio, 28, BPO 
Director for Operations 


Kudos for including the 
2014 Cars of the Year 
feature in the April issue. 

I love cars and it's great 
to see my favorites and a 
few in my collection that 
made it to the list. I always 
look forward to seeing my 
favorite things shown in a 


whole new light. Keep it 
classy, PLAYBOY Philippines! 

John Mark, 26, 
Entrepreneur 


It's awesome that you're 
finally putting your 60-year 
rich archive to good use by 
placing them along with the 
current features. I think this 
generation has grown with 
a penchant to curate and 
I'm proud to be one of the 
collectors. The vintage ads 
and PLAYBOY covers make 
for an interesting read and 
only cements the brand's 
long-standing commitment 
to art and class. 

Julia, 29, University 
Instructor 



Thanks for holding your photo shoot in Lobo in Batangas! 

I love my hometown for its quiet and scenic beaches. I 
hope you found the secluded beaches a refreshing break 
from the overrated crowded ones. I will go ahead and 
be biased and say that the PLAYBOY ladies are hot as 
they could be when they're at the Lobo beaches. Thanks 
again! 

Edmar, 29, Architect 



You must be emotionally stable and self-assured to be able to sustain this kind of 
relationship. That you recognize that she's a player and that you're being played, and 
wallow in what you consider as agonizing should continue to diminish your self worth and 
will make you miss out on opportunities with other dates. Brush up on sensibilities, know 
your strengths, and be the guy she would choose to keep if you are so inclined to turn the 
tables. 


This girl that I'm dating is a player. Found out that she's been dating around while she was 
seeing me. She is as young as I am. My friends keep on telling me to end it but I can't stop 
seeing her. Everytime we meet she keeps telling me that guys would leave her anyway and 
this hurts her a lot. I don't want her to think that I will leave her too. I can't put up with her 
playing but I can't let her go just yet. I feel tormented. Should I keep on? 

Andres, 28 
IT Expert, via email 


PLAYBOY 

ADVISOR 


I work in a corporate setting 
where I have to wear a 
blazer or a jacket. Lately, I 
see my co-workers wearing 
those that have broad lapels. 
They say it's a trend. I'm a 
skinny guy and I'm not sure 
how this would look on me. 
Should I be concerned about 
the lapels of my jackets and 
would my option depend on 
my physique? 

Jay, 24 

Market Research Analyst, 
via email 

Lapels are design implements 
with lines that are meant 
to enhance height. A suit 
breaks and meets near or 
farther from below the chest 
depending on the length or 
width of one's torso. Stick to 
slim or standard-sized lapels, 
as broad ones, however 
trendy they could be, would 
tend to appear heavy on 
your chest and shoulders. 

This is with the premise that 
you have been honed onto 
a correct fit. Lapels should 
direct attention to the face 
and not drown you out in 
heavy details and fabric. 


My boyfriend is very 
adventurous when it comes 
to sex. He insists that we 
try certain positions from 
the Kama Sutra book he 
recently bought. When we 
come around to trying some 
positions though, I find that 
I can't keep going and fail to 
climax. I think I worry more 
on the aches and following 
the positions right. What 
should I do? 

Jenna, 25 
Bank Teller, via email 

Get your interest for the 
experience in check. Take 
some time to read the book's 
text, apart from poring 
over its illustrations. You'd 
learn that the Kama Sutra 
promises sexual pleasure for 
both and that should whet 
your appetite and curiosity. 
Maybe do some stretching 
exercises before trying out 
the positions again, just so 
your body is in condition. 
Reserve for later, for when 
you're more comfortable, the 
ones that reguire you to be 
exceptionally limber. 
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Seven actors on film have portrayed 

DARTH VADER: 

1 Jake Lloyd is the kid who played Anakin Skywalker in the prequel Trilogy 

2 Hayden Christensen played the young adult Anakin Skywalker. 

3 Actor and bodybuilder David Prowse lent his 1.96-meter tall onscreen presence once. 

4 Fight choreographer Bob Anderson doubled for the lightsaber battles. 

5 Sebastian Shaw was the face behind the dark mask at the end of Return of the Jedi. 

6 Actor and visual effects artist C. Andrew Nelson stood in for extra scenes for the trilogy's special edition. 

7 James Earl Jones was the voice of the Sith Lord. 
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The Green Lantern Corps has members from every sector of the 
universe. There is actually a Vulcan Green Lantern, complete with 
bowl-cut hair, pointy ears, and the "live long and prosper" greeting. 



The Museum of Flight in Seattle, WA has an exhibit dedicated to 
Wonder Woman's Invisible Plane-an empty room and a plaque. 



Women age 18 or older 
represent a significantly 
greater portion of the game¬ 
playing population 



Comprised of boys age 18 or 
younger 



The first interracial kiss on US television was between Star Trek's 
Captain Kirk and Lieutenant Uhura, on the show's episode, 
"Plato's Stepchildren",which aired on November 22, 1968. 



The X-Men's 
Cyclops 
apparently 
does not fire lasers 
from his eyes. His 
eyes are meant to 
be dimensional 
portals, and the 
optic blasts are 
beams of energy 
generated from 
that universe. 


































FAYE BORDEOS 


We won’t be surprised if you’ve 
already seen Faye Bordeos 
somewhere. As the face of several 
ad campaigns for various brands, 
apparels, and beauty products, this 
woman’s sultry visage and svelte 
figure are plastered in commercials, 
billboards, and posters all over the 
metro. Here’s an interesting fact: 
When she’s not out for pictorials, 
you’d probably catch her out racing 
in the go kart track. Or hitting 
the gym. Or knocking heads with 
muay thai or boxing. Or keeping fit 
with Zumba. You see, Faye lives an 
active lifestyle that revolves around 
getting fit and not getting stuck in 
one place. “I’m very active. I Love 
martial arts. I’m a bit of a fitness 
buff. I’m such a hyper person and I 
can’t stay in one place. I go out a Lot, 
at least once or twice a week,” she 
confessed. 
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THE PLAYGROUND OFFERS WHAT EVERY PLAYBOY READER WANTS—RELEVANT REVIEWS AND INFORMATIVE LIFESTYLE NEWS. YOU, 
AS A PLAYBOY READER, NEED TO KNOW STUFF. AND WE ARE HERE TO GIVE YOU WHAT YOU NEED. 
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Lytro Ilium 

Many people may be discouraged by Ihe low resolutions they churn 
out so light-field cameras may be where it's at five to ten years from 
now. Unlike convenlional digital cameras, digital light-field cameras 
like the Lyiro Ilium can capture the entire light field when getting 
an image through a micro lens array. What that means is that you 
no longer need lo focus or refocus your digital camera to get the 
right depth of field in capturing an image. Instead, it shoots various 
perspectives all at once, allowing you to refocus the image AFTER 
taking it, making it perfect for taking moving images, Since these 
plenoptic cameras can record depth information, producing 3D images 
—with the help of a supporting software— is a non-issue. 

(Robert Soriano) 




OPPO FIND 7 

Let's be brutally honest for a moment here: Oppo is a nobody in the 
smartphone industry. You'll then be surprised to know that their 2014 
flagship phone may just be the world's most powerful phone for the 
time being. Got your attention yet? While some smartphones revealed 
this year run on 2.3 to 2.5 GHz processors and 2GB RAMs, the Find 
7 runs on Snapdragon 801 (2.5GHz processor from Qualcomm) and 
has a 3GB RAM. Get blown away with the Find 7"s 2K resolution 
screen. With its 2560x1440 IPS LCD display at 538ppi (compare 
that to Sony Z2's 423ppi and Samsung S5's 432ppi displays), this 
5,5-inch wonder has the highest pixel density in the world. Though 
it may seem like any other smartphone cameras out in the market, 
never underestimate this phone's 13MP f/2,0 aperture camera. With its 
built-in Super Zoom mode, it takes 10 images in a snap and combines 
those images to create a 50MP image. And how long does it take to 
charge this extremely powerful device? 70 minutes. That's four times 
faster than your conventional smartphone charging time. Oppo may 
not be a household name for now but with the Find 7 , this dark horse 
is definitely on the rise, (R.S,) 


Samsung ATIV 
Smart PC Pro 

The problem with tablet PCs and transformer laptops is that, because of their diminutive frames, 
they'd often need to cut back on tlbe hardware. From slightly downgraded processors to lower storage 
capacities, everyone has pretty much accepted that this is the way it has been, and the way it will always 
be when it comes to smaller gadgets. Of course, that is not the case with Samsung’s ATIV Smart PC Pro. 
Despite its 11.6-inch display and lightweight tablet/netbook construction, this hybrid packs hardware 
and performance that match most mid-range laptops available on the market. Packing a smart Core i5 
processor and a warp-speed 128GB SSD, it's a trusty tablet that can go mobile while getting the job done. 
And since this is a Samsung machine, expect nothing less than a crisp 1080p FID display. Priced at 
around Php 54,000, the ATIV Smart PC Pro packs a lot of power despite its miniature size. (R.S.) 



LithiumCard 



We hate how our devices easily run out of juice 
after just a few hours of surfing and mobile 
gaming, Though '‘portable'’ power supplies can 
help boost mobile devices for the rest of the 
day, they lend to be bulky and kind of defeats 
the purpose of going mobile. Thank heavens for 
the LithiumCard. Literally a wallet-sized baltery 
pack, LithiumCard can hypercharge your phone 
by calculating your device's optimum charging 
profile, According to its manufacturer, this 
battery pack’s HyperFET charging technology 
is capable of charging devices up to 1-percent 
per minute, We don't know about you but 
delivering 1200mAH at ultra-fast speeds is quite 
impressive for something that's about five credit 
cards thin. (US.) 
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Timberland Waterproof 
Wharf Bomber Jacket 
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Hudsalve 

We're not saying that every man needs to 
have Hudsalve in their arsenal, but this 
legendary salve has proven itself useful in 
countless occasions for men all over the 
world. Initially formulated for the Swiss 
military as a skin protection for the lips, 
hands, and face, Hudsalve’s use -like 
many other legendary Swiss inventions- 
has now moved past its skin protection 
purpose. From conditioning leathers to 
warding off mosquitoes, Hudsalve is the 
catch-all, Swiss army knife of salves. 
Though most simply use it as a lip balm 
against dried, chaffing lips or as a leather 
shoe conditioner, some claim that they use 
it to grease their pans! (R.S.) 




The rainy season is once again upon us. Sadly, umbrellas don’t do much when torrential rains 
are partnered with heavy winds, thanks to our country’s crazy weather system. For you gents, 
Timberland’s Wharf Bomber Jacket is one way of staying dry and dapper this season. Crafted 
from high quality materials, this rugged waterproof jacket is reflective of Timberland’s goal of 
outfitting man for the great outdoors. (R.S.) 


M-Audio HDH50 
Headphones 

M-Audio is one of the foremost authorities when it comes to sound quality. As 
with their sound studio monitors and audio interfaces, their headphones are also 
known for their reliability and quality. Engineered from aluminum and steel, their 
HDH50 headphones promises immaculate sound and studio-grade tuning. With 
the exteriors wrapped in leather and gunmetal aluminum, it’s a dashing and refined 
piece of electronics. (R.S.) 


Nike SB Zoom Stefan Janoski 

/ |y| idniqht Nl 3VV ) Yes, for all intents and purpose, the Stefan 

* 5* J / Janoski silhouette is a skate shoe, but that 

doesn’t stop both sneakerheads and casuals 
alike from using it as a day-to-day casual 
stepper. It’s not like you can blame them, 
these shoes are the perfect blend of style 
and comfort. With limited releases of new 
colorways every so often, sneakerheads are 
always on the look out for new designs to 
collect. Get started with a pair like this basic 
Midnight Navy suede stunners, priced at Php 
4,295, and we assure you, there will be a next 
one. (R.S.) 
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MOVIES 


Set ten years after the critically and commercially successful Rise of the Planet of 
the Apes, Dawn of the Planet of the Apes sees Ceasar (Andy Serkis) struggling to 
maintain his dominance over the flourishing evolved ape population. With the threat 
posed by the group of surviving humans led by Dreyfus (Gary Coleman), as well as 


the looming internal power struggle within the colony itself, the apes are on the brink 
of another game-changing event that will determine the Earth’s dominant species. 
Catch the Dawn of the Planet of the Apes on theaters this mid-July. 

(Robert Soriano) 



HERCULES 

Brett Ratner*s take on Hercules’ legend hits theaters this July. After his twelve mythical 
labors, Hercules (Dwayne Johnson), in an effort to run away from the sins of his 
past, turned his back on his legacies as a hero and became a mercenary. But when 
the King of Thrace (John Hurt) and his daughter seek his help to defeat a malevolent 
tyrant, Hercules realizes that he must embrace the hero he once was. Based on the 
graphic novel Hercules: The Thracian War , the movie will also feature Rufus Sewell, 
Ian McShane, Joseph Fiennes, and the gorgeous Irina Shayk. 

(R.S.) 



A LONG WAY DOWN 

Based on the 2005 Nick Hornby novel, A Long Way Down is a dark comedy that digs 
into the themes of suicide, angst, and depression. Four strangers (Pierce Brosnan, 
Toni Collette, Imogen Poots, and Aaron Paul) -each intent on jumping off and taking 
their life- serendipitously meet on top of a building on New Year’s Eve. With their 
plans foiled by each others’ presence, the four (as a makeshift family/suicide support 
group) takes an oath to search for reasons to live as well as not to try committing 
suicide again until Valentine’s Day, the next most depressing holiday on the calendar. 
(R-S) 
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THE STRAIN 

You have to admit: there are way too many vampire-oriented TV 
shows and movies out there in the past few years. Be that as it 
may, trust us when we tell you that The Strain is something you 
shouldn’t miss. With communication channels down and doors 
and windows sealed off, a passenger airplane lands on the tarmac 
at JFK. A team of rapid-response CDC team headed by Dr. Eph 
Goodweather (Corey Stoll) is sent out to investigate. What they 
find inside are two hundred corpses and four survivors of what 
seems to be a viral outbreak. Later on, the corpses mysteriously 
begin missing from the morgue, signaling a coming war between 
humanity and an ancient evil. The Strain is based on thenovel 
trilogy by the brilliant Guillermo Del Toro and Chuck Hogan. 

With Del Toro supervising and directing every episode his busy 
schedule would allow, this TV show is one of this year’s most 
anticipated and is set to premiere on FX this mid-July. 

(Robert Soriano) 



Resurrection revolves around a curious phenomenon in the humble 
town of Arcadia, Missouri. As dead loved ones of the residents return 
from the dead, unscathed and unaged, life is never going to be the 
same for the unassuming town. Among the returned is Jacob, an eight- 
year old boy who died 30 years ago. Waking up in the middle of a rice 
paddy halfway around the world, Jacob was brought back to Arcadia 


and returned to his parents, Henry (Kurtwood Smith) and Lucille 
(Frances Fisher), by immigration agent Marty Bellamy (Omar Epps). 
There, Marty discovered that the dead are indeed coming back to life 
and returning to their families. What strange mystery is happening in 
Arcadia? Catch Resurrection on the Lifetime channel to find out. 

(R.S) 



VX7 

Lifetime 


OMAR EPPS: For Bellamy, he started out 
as an outsider. Later on he ends up as 
an extended family member of Langston 
and, essentially, the town. As the 
season progress, we learn more about 
him and why he has this affinity for the 
kid, and for children in general. It will 
leave you with more questions. By the 
end, we’ve got a cliffhanger that would 
make viewers want to rewatch the entire 
first season. It would feel like, “How did 
I not see that? Did I miss something?" 
The stakes are so high and everyone 
has a vested interest in this thing. 


KURTWOOD SMITH: For the first few episodes, 
Henry is all about coming into terms with 
this child because he felt, 'How could it 
possibly be my son and how is he exactly 
the way that he is 30 years ago?’ This 
affects him on a personal level because it 
challenges everything he has done in his 
life up to that point. He keeps the boy at 
arm’s length, even to the point of anger. 
Gradually, he begins to realize what he 
needs to do and accepts the child. It’s a 
very complex situation. As other things 
develop, this character is definitely gonna 
be on a different path in the next season. 





















GAMES 



Wolfe ostein: New Order is the ninth installment of the popular Casf/e 
Wolfenstein franchise which was first released back in 1981. The game 
takes place in an alternate 1960s where the Nazis won the Second World 
War, A single player first-person shooter, Wolfenstein; New Order will 


task players to infiltrate Nazi strongholds and take control of their super 
weapons. Wolfenstein: New Order will be available on PC H PS 3, PS4, Xbox 
360, and Xbox One. 

(Robert Soriano) 



In Watch everything is connected. Set in a fictionalized, highly-connected Chicago, 
Ihe game is told through the eyes of Aiden Pearce, a skilled hacker who has unlimited 
mobile access to the city’s central operating system. As such, players have access to 
various electronic systems and are privy to the information of each and every Chicago 
citizen in the game. From interfering with traffic lights, steam pipes, bridges, and security 
systems by hacking on the fly with their smartphones, players have the world right at their 


fingertips in this third-person open-world action-adventure (Think Grand Theft Auto with 
an added hacking element), 'Even players themselves are not safe from hacking as other 
players can secretly join their single-player adventure and disrupt their progress for the 
sake of skill points and online notoriety. Get Watch_Dogs on PC, PS3, PS4, Xbox 360, 
Xbox One, and Wii LL (R.S.) 
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BEYOND THE 
SCREEN 

Stop fiddling with 
Twitter and Facebook 
while watching a movie. 
Instead, make Beyond 
the Screen your ultimate 
binge-watching couch 
companion. While its 
initial launch only included three films (Shaun of the 
Dead , Hot Fuzz , and The World's End , otherwise 
known as the Cornetto Trilogy), this app is adding 
more content and would be perfect for future movie 
releases. Here's how it works: Using iPad's built-in 
microphone, the app tracks where you are in the film 
and features facts, trivia and figures about the scene 
that you are currently watching. Perfect for loading 
up on interesting bits and pieces about movies, 
Beyond the Screen is available for free at the App 
Store. (Robert Soriano) 




o- 






HEARTHSTONE 

(iPAD) U 

In Hearthstone, players 
partner up with World of Warcraft characters and battle each other out 
through a new card game system. Choose from nine different character 
classes, each with unique playstyles and cards, and climb up the ladder 
of this up and coming e-sport Free on iPad and PC, Hearthstone 
combines the wit and rich mythos of the world of Warcraft while 
echoing some aspects of the popular trading card game, Magic: the 
Gathering . (R.S.) 


FAMILY GUY: 

THE QUEST FOR 
STUFF 

Fans of the popular animated TV show would be delighted to know that 
Fox has launched the first Family Guy app. The plot? Peter GrTfir and 
Ernie the Giant Chicken got locked into a melee that quickly resulted 
into a massive destruction of Quahog. As such, players are tasked to help 
Peter do stuff to restore Quahog to its former glory and reunite Peter 
with his family. Since the writers of the show also helped in working on 
the app, you can expect the same satire and hum or that made the show 
a cult favorite. Free on the App Store and Goog.c Play. (R.5.) 


BREEZE 

Running apps can be useful in 
keeping track of your day to day 
fitness regimen. However, not 
everyone has the time to jog 
everyday. If you r re not much of a 
runner. Breeze is an app that makes 
great use of the iPhone 5s' M7 
Motion processor in monitoring 
your daily walking activities. With its 
beautifully colorful interface, it gives 
personal goals and reminders to 
help you keep active throughout the 
day. Free at the App Store, Breeze is 
perfect for maintaining a relatively 
active lifestyle without the pressure 
of a strict exercise plan, (R.S.) 


BREWSEFUL 

Perfecting your brewing skills? 
|||ewsefij/ is an app that real coffee 
connoisseurs should have right in 
their iPhones. If you really care 
about getting that perfect pot of 
golden black coffee, this app helps 
in keeping track of your beans, 
water to ground ratios, grinds, as 
well as the details of your prev ous 
brewing tim^Get the secrets to 
that perfect cup by downloading 
this simple and slick app at the App 
Store for free. (R.S.) 
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ROOK BREAKS SCISSORS: A PRACTICAL GUIDE 
TO OUTGUESSING AND OUTWITTING ALMOST 
EVERYBODY 

William Poundstone 
(Utile, Brown and Company) 

“People are 
predictable even 
when they try not to 
be," So says William 
Poundstone in his 
latest book on how to 
anticipate the actions 
of others, Poundstone, 
best known for his 
Big Secret series of 
books and for being 
facetious, gives you real life advice for mind 
reading. From predicting your tennis rival's 
next move to how best to play the stock market, 
he gives you the lowdown on the best way to 
one-up your friends, co-workers, and if you're 
hellbent on world domination, the entire human 
race. 


ROCK BREAKS 
SCISSORS 

A P»ac lira 1 Guidr 14 
(tutftu iilnp; Jl Ortafttinf 
Alnon L.trpbmJ, 

WILLIAM POUNDSTONE 


THINK LIKE A FRE AK: THE AUTHORS OF FREAKONOMICS 
OFFER TO RETRAIN YOUR BRAIN 

Steven D. Levitt and Stephen J, Dubner 
(William Morrow) 

'Freak 1 used to be 
a pejorative term 
referring to people 
with unusual 
conditions, but 
thanks to Steven D. 
Levitt and Stephen J. 
Dubner, authors of 
the highly successful 
Freakonomics and 
Superfreakonomics 
books, the term is now more positively 
associated to thinking outside the box. In their 
third offering, the duo is branching out into self- 
help territory by giving you the blueprint on how 
to creatively solve problems. Levitt and Dubner 
combine unconventional wisdom (think like a 
child, lose your moral compass) with masterful 
storytelling in this third in the series. 




TURN BLUE 
THE BLACK KEYS 

The Black Keys’ loll aw up to 201 Vs El 
Camino is finally here. Released last month, 
Turn Blue is filled lo the brim with highly 
diverse, bold, and psychedelic jams from 
the Grammy award-winning duo. Just like 
in their previous commercially and critically 
successful album, Dan Auerbach (guitar and 
vocals) and Patrick Carney (drums) are again 
collaborating with Danger Mouse, which 
brings to mind the question, Why the bell 
is he not an official band member already?' 
Moody and melancholic, Turn Blue exhibits 
Carney's lavish drum rolls and Auerbach’s 
atmospheric haze of reverbs and distortion 
to great effect. Though their blues-rock roots 
are still apparent in It’s Up To You Now, 
tracks like Weight of Love and Bullet in the 
Brain all have psychedelic foundations. Of 
course, you probably already heard Fever, 
with its sticky beat and hypnotizing synth 
hook. (Robert Soriano) 



AKEDA 

MATISYAHU 

With his modern infusion of reggae, hip- 
hop, alternative rock and the Jewish hazzan 
style of chanting prayers, Matisyahu sure 
has set himself apart from other recording 
artists. Continuing the musical- spiritual 
journey he started in 2004’s Shake Off 
The Dust...Arise, the reggae artist released 
Akeda (Fiebrew for "binding”) last June. In 
particular, we have developed an affinity 
for the track Reservoir for its raw, honest 
feel that shines with Matisyahu’s reflectively 
personal yet universally rentable verses. 
Similarly fragile and intimate, Broken Car is 
a track that doesn't hold back in sharing this 
Hasidic poet’s state of mind, reveling in inner 
strength amidst broken ness. (R.S) 


KILL MY MOTHER: A GRAPHIC NOVEL 

Jutes Feiffer 
(Llverlght) 

Multi-awarded 
cartoonist Jules 
Feiffeds first try at a 
noir graphic novel is 
a doozy. Infused with 
Feiffer's trademark 
humor and drawn in 
the style of The Spirit 
and Steve Canyon, Kill 
My Mother tells the story of the typical private 
detective agency set in the Great Depression, 
Elsie, personal assistant to one has-been private 
detective, often finds herself covering up for 
his missteps. Once a new case pops up, Elsie 
finds herself drawn into a myslery that will take 
her from their comfortable offices to the Pacific 
Island. And on lop of all this, Elsie has to deal 
with her rebellious teenage daughter, who just 
got an idea in her head that she would like to 
kill her mother. 




PERSPECTIVES 

BRISOM 

Put together by Brian Sombrero (frontman of 
the now defunct underground band, Menaya) 
back in 2012, Brisom is a talented electro/ 
indie rock outfit that dabbles in the soulful 
articulation of heartfelt lyrics through a 
backdrop of scintillating synths, clean drum 
lines, and refined guitar riffs. The band 
utilizes the talents of Brian Sombrero on 
vocals/guitars, Terence Teves on guitars, 
Timothy Abbott on synth/beats, Jason 
Rondero on bass, and Jeffrey Castro on 
drums. Listen to Will I, Muted in Color, and 
Waking Lives from their EP, Perspectives, 
which Is available on iTunes and SpotUy. 
(US) 
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O Black Eye 

-» Think of this shot 
as a sugar-free take 
on Irish coffee- and 
a super-speedy 
replacement for the 
disco nap. 

• 1 oz. cold coffee 

• 1 oz. Irish whiskey 
Combine ingredients 
in a mixing glass 
filled with ice. Stir 
and strain into a two- 
ounce shot glass, 

FI Smoke Out 

Full-flavored 
Mexican mezcal 
makes this drink a 
smoky spin on the 
margarita. 

• 1 oz. mezcal 

• Vi oz. simple syrup 
•1/2 oz. fresh lime 

Combine ingredients 
in a cocktail shaker 
filled with ice. Shake 
and strain into a two- 
ounce shot glass. 


SHOT CLOCK 

To mix up a round of 
these drinks for your 
guests , quadruple the 
measurements and make in 
hatches of four 


HOT SHOTS 

DROP THE LEMON DROP 
THESE TOP-SHELF SHOTS ARE 
GOOD ENOUGH TO SIP 

• While mixology has immeasurably improved 
happy hour, the shooter remains a neglected 
outpost of the cocktail kingdom. If you're going 
to the trouble of actually mixing a shot instead 
of tossing back some bourbon neat do yourself 
a favor and use the best booze you can get your 
hands on. The trick is to balance something sweet 
with something strong. Here are six upgraded 
shooters to get your night started. 


| Testa Rossa 

-* If you're a fan of 
that bracing cocktail 
called the negroni, 
you'll like this shot 
that includes the 
aperitif Campari. 

• 1 oz. Campari 

• 1 oz. grappa 

Combine ingredients 
in a mixing glass 
filled with ice. Stir 
and strain into a two- 
ounce shot glass 


□ Orange Alert 


El Zoo York 


□ Dirty Monk 


-*■ Old-school gin 
and juice is improved 
with the addition 
of aromatic, high- 
octane, 100-proof 
navy-strength gin. 


• 1 oz. navy-strength 
gin 

• 1 oz. orange juice 

Combine ingredients 
in a cocktail shaker 
filled with ice. Shake 
and strain into a two- 
ounce shot glass. 


-* The potent rye 
whiskey in this shot 
turns it into a tiny but 
tough variation on a 
Manhattan. 


• 1 oz. 100-proof rye 
whiskey 

• Vi oz. sweet 
vermouth 

Combine ingredients 
in a mixing glass 
filled with ice. Stir 
and strain into a two- 
ounce shot glass. 


Chartreuse made 
by monks in France 
adds an herbaceous 
sweetness to this 
spicy shot. 


• 1 oz. Chartreuse 

• 1 oz, pepper vodka 

Combine ingredients 
in a mixing glass 
filled with ice. Stir 
and strain into a two- 
ounce shot glass. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY DANNY KIM 
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TRIUMPH THUNDERBIRD COMMANDER 
The idea here is a cruiser feel with the 
European handling and performance that 
have made the Triumph range famous. 
Consider it a cruiser you can ride hard. 
Triumph even fit its parallel twin engine 
with a 270- degree crank to give it that 
uneven, V-twin rumble. Stats: 1,699 cc. 


TEARING UP PAVEMENT ON THE 
NEW CROP OF COOL CRUISERS 


C hasing a narrow strip of blacktop to 

the distant horizon with nothing ahead 
of you but time, space and freedom. 
That's the idea behind the cruiser 
motorcycle, which offers instant entre'e 
to a club of like- minded rebels. The cruiser is as 
definitively American as the cowboy and the muscle 
car, and this season a slew of new rides offer classic 
cruiser style with modern engineering. What 
was once a class of bike that tried to 
outdo itself- sacrificing performance 
and even safety in pursuit of a 
singular image- has been 
redefined with fast, 
capable machinery. 

We hammered 
everything out 
there; here are 
four of the 
best. 


HARLEY LOW RIDER 
In 1977 Harley invented the "factory 
custom" with the original Low Rider, 
a bike modified to follow customizing 
trends. Based on the Dyna, this new 
Low Rider achieves something similar 
by dropping the seat height more than 
an inch and adding heaps of slick 1970s 
styling. Stats: 1,690 cc V-twin. 


ROLLING 

THUNDER 
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STAR BOLT 


While previous entries 
from Star Yamaha's 
cruiser brand have tried 
to reinvent the class's 
formula, the 2014 Bolt is 
revolutionary in its de¬ 
rivativeness. Star is open 
about which bike it has 
in its sights; the best sell¬ 
ing motorcycle in Ameri¬ 
ca, Harley's Sportster. The 
Bolt is remarkably similar 


to that definitve hog, 
with just an extra dose 
of 21 sl century braking 
and handling prowess, 
enough to make it a 
more practical compan¬ 
ion for everyday use. The 
air-cooled, fuel-injected 
942 cc V-twin is plenty 
of muscle for most, while 
the overall package deliv¬ 
ers in the looks depart¬ 


ment. Shopping for a 
first bike ora practical 
commuting vehicle? Start 
here. For a bit of added 
cool factor, the R-Spec 
version- which includes 
a sweet woven leather 
seat, black fenders, ad¬ 
ditional color choices and 
blacked-out mirror backs- 
goes for just a couple 
hundred extra. 



2014 STAR BOLT 


* Horse power: TBA 


* Engine: 942 CC SOHC V-twin 


* Height: 44,1 inches 

^Length: 9Q.2 inches 


*MPG: 47 



George Barber launched his Barber Vintage 
Motorsports Museum in 1995 in an effort 
to collect in one place humankind attempt 
to perfect the powered two-wheel machine. 
Located in Birmingham, Alabama, the 
80,000- square-foot complex currently 
houses 1,400 bikes. "Guinness World 
Records has recognized us as the world 
largest motorcycle museum," Barber 
says. "We have gas, diesel, electric and 
steampowered bikes, and everything in the 
museum will start and run except the things 
that don't have motors," The fastest bike in 
the collection? "A Suzuki GSX1300R. It will 
do 200 miles an hour out of the box. That's 
insane." Most valuable? "For me, the bikes 
John Surtees [the only person to win Grand 
Prix titles on two and four wheels] used to 
win his world championships in the 1950s. 
They're priceless to me, rr More than 200 
different manufacturers are represented in 
the five-story collection of rare World War !l 
bikes. The oldest? " Probably a 1902 Steffey. 
It's basically a bicycle frame with a motor. 
That's how it all started." If he could have 
only one, which would it be? "You can't 
have a favorite child, and all these bikes will 
talk to you. You get the vibrations, all that 
joyfulness. You can hear it and feel it when 
you stand by these motorcycles." 



DUCATI DIAVEL 

Redefining the cruiser aesthetic, the 
Diavel is Ducati's fastest-accelerating 
and strongest braking bike. The liquid- 
cooled V-twin is derived from Ducati's 
superbike line, but the long wheelbase 
and low center of gravity are cruiser 
hallmarks in 21 st century garb. Stats: 
1,198 cc. 
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ROBOTICA 

Art manifests in various forms. 

As a child, Emmanuel Ramos 1 gift 
manifested itself through sketching 
inordinate amounts of submarines, 
dinosaurs, and submarine-riding 
dinosaurs. This affinity for illustrating 
deep-sea machines and ancient 
reptilians eventually developed into 
a deep and singular passion in the 
fine arts. As one-half of the creative 
duo, Atomik Ranger, Emmanuel still 
cultivates his fascination with mechas 
through his designs. Find his works on 
atomikranger.com, (Robert Soriano) 
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GREATEST COVERS 
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For neorly 60 years. 
Playboy Magazine has 
made a splash with its 
mind-blowing covers. 
Now, for the first time, 
there is a book dedicated 
to this American icon. 


Featuring hundreds of 
color photographs and 
behind-the-scenes oultakes 
from cover shoots. 

Fa reward by Pamela Ande rsan.. loci by 
Daman Brownlie ting Publishing 

31ft pages .r hy 1II" $35 [S^ZIvtCanada). 

Ga la amazanxam la aider. 












SEX AND SINGLE PARENTHOOD 


W hat usually happens after 

weddings? Families are started 
and babies become toddlers and 
older. Alas, sometimes other things 
happen too, such as separation or, for the lucky 
ones, divorce (lucky if only because both parties 
will be legally free to marry other people). 

I don't really know who to address this 
column to: the person dating the single parent 
or the single parent who's out on a date. Thus, 
in typical fence-sitting fashion, I will address 
them both! 

But let's start out with a single child-less 
person dating a single parent. Though I am 
aware that women as well as men read Playboy, 
let me write as if it is a man dating a now- 
separated mom, ok? This is to avoid having to 
constantly phrase things awkwardly, although 
admittedly there are some mom situations 
that are different from dad situations. Should 
someone feel strongly they are left out of the 
column, please write to me and I shall try and 
rectify that situation. 

First, let's get the sex out of the way, ok? 

Four things stand out. 

First, most men seem to think that a 
separated woman misses sex so much that he 
therefore doesn't have to "try as hard" to get 
her into bed as he would when dating a non- 
mom. Many disillusioned men think taking a 
single mom out on one date is enough. Not 
enough. In fact, one may have to take a single 
mom out even more times before she decides 
to sleep with you. Most women feel they now 
not only have themselves to think about when 
they have sex, but they also have to think about 
their children. Can I afford to be out this long 
away from them? What if they don't like him? 
Will I change so much by having sex again that I 
become a "bad mother"? 

Don't laugh. Several women have come to 
me with this concern. Sometimes it has to 
do with her incapability to have guilt-free sex, 
regardless of the man or even the fun they have 


together. 

Sometimes, with the fear that she will enjoy 
it so much she will always prefer having sex to 
being with her kids. Should sex be so good that 
a woman forgets everything else, then she could 
make a mint introducing him to other equally 
tigang—literally, parched land, and thus in dire 
need of water which, figuratively, would be 
semen. But I digress. 

Let me just say that nothing is more off 
putting than a man who thinks a few quick 
dates or, even worse, several dirty jokes or 
sexual allusions are all that is needed to get 
a single mom to bed. Women hate being 
stereotyped that way and, let me tell you, they 
can spot such a stereotyping male a mile away. 

Second, as someone said for an #AskMargie 
episode on rappler.com, be prepared for "coitus 
interrupts". Be prepared for that knock on the 
door. And if your heart drops at the thought, 
tell yourself that, "It's a whole lot better than a 
door suddenly swinging open." 

The knock on the door comes in several 
varieties. The most common include the "I had 
a nightmare," "Can I have a drink of water?" 
"Miguel got my toy and won't give it back" 

But probably the most difficult to deal with "Is 
anyone else in there with you, Mom? I think I 
heard a noise." 

Then, there's the condom. Or any birth 
control method for that matter. Somehow, 
until you become closer so sex becomes a 
regular thing, condoms seem the best bet. But 
that is, of course, just my personal opinion. 
Condoms are good because they are relatively 
inexpensive—even a whole box—a whole ton 
of boxes, in fact- is cheaper than having and 
raising another baby. Also, they are readily 
available and, perhaps best of all, they don't 
need more commitment than making sure you 
have one (or two, or three...) before your date, 
opening it when needed and putting it on. 

The above suggestion about having the 
condom before the date is based on what 


previous clients have shared. In a nutshell, your 
seeming presumption can be a tad off putting 
if you buy it on the way to your house/motel/ 
hotel, especially if it isn't clear that sex is on 
offer. 

Finally, there's the ex. True, ex-wives of single 
dads can be as jealous of their ex-husbands' 
current partner, but somehow one hears more 
about ex-husbands being possessive of their ex- 
wives once they learn their ex-wives are dating 
other men. Somehow, in our culture, it seems 
acceptable for men to become jealous about 
their ex-wives seeing other men even after years 
of seeing countless women, appearing in society 
pages with them and even fathering children 
with women other than their first wives. 

Despite this, a mere hint that their ex-wives 
may be dating is so outrageous it seems enough 
to give them heart attacks! Because they no 
longer have any right to be jealous and yet a 
shamed of appearing unreasonable (as well they 
should be), men put on the cloak of delicadeza 
to disguise this with the inevitable words, "She's 
a mother, for Christ's sake!!" Sometimes this is 
followed by "no kid of mine will be subjected to 
having a series of men introduced as his future 
stepfather(s)." 

There may be other reasons for an ex- 
husband to suddenly be jealous of his ex-wife 
dating, but nine times out of 10 it is usually 
because the ex cannot stand the thought 
of another man taking his sexual place—a 
place that used to be exclusively his, but 
stopped being so the minute they separated. 
However, because even the most old-fashioned, 
traditionally-minded man can recognize that this 
sort of unfairness is no longer on, they use the 
excuse of her needing to take care of the kids 
whenever the jealousy gets too much. 

So there you have it. Sex tips for guys dating 
single moms. Would love to hear what you think 
of this. Do you agree? Disagree? Have another 
tip you want to share? Hope I hear from you. 

□ 
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ING DEAD 


INTERVIEW BY JASON INOCENCIO 
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O n a recent visit to 
the Philippines, 
Charlie Adlard, 
artist for the 
popular comic 

The Walking Dead, shared his 
opinions on zombies, video 
games, his artistic influences, 
and if he likes slow zombies or 
fast zombies. 

Were you always 
interested in drawing zombies 
or the undead? 

Al I'd seen the first three George 
Romero movies and I liked them 
because I like horror movies as 
much as I liked science fiction or 
fantasy or crime, comedy, you 
know. I'm open to all sorts of 
genres. So it wasn't like I was anti¬ 
zombies at all [laughs]. You know, 
I'd seen the Romero movies, I'd 
seen them back in my youth in 
the early 80s, I'd seen some of the 
more extreme, the Lucio Fulci, The 
Beyond films. I'd seen a couple of 
Hammer movies. Yeah, I'd seen a 
fair variety of zombie stuff. Shaun 
of the Dead, which is actually 
my favorite among them. But I 
never thought, "Oh one day, I'll 
end up drawing zombies!" as my 


ambition. As soon as Robert and I 
agreed that I was going to be the 
artist, obviously I took, shall we 
say, more of an interest in movies 
of the past. I watched a couple 
more again just to get myself in 
the mood for it anyway, but they 
haven't played that much of a role 
on what I do. 

We have to ask: slow 
walkers or fast walkers? 

AlOh slow. Yeah, they're 
cheating with the fast ones. You 
know, every monster has to have 
a weakness, don't they? And the 
idea of being able to escape a 
zombie with a casual slow pace is 
probably their weakness. You know 
zombies are the only sort of classic 
monster that work en masse. Put 
it this way, a zombie on his own 
is inherently a very dull monster. 

He won't do anything. Whereas 
if you're talking classic monsters, 
there's something to a werewolf, 
there's definitely something to a 
vampire, the mummy, whatever. 
There are tropes to all of these 
monsters where they have a 
personality issue or something 
interesting about them, while a 
zombie, nothing. It's just a dead 


person wandering around, very 
dull. Very, very dull. The only thing 
that makes zombies interesting is 
when they're en masse. 

What can you say about 
zombies currently being the 
"in" monster? 

AlHalf of me, thinks it's just 
cyclical. Zombies are popular now. 
Five years, ten years down the 
line, it might be werewolves again 
or vampires, or whatever. There 
might be a slew of movies about 
another type of monster or horror 

IN FACT, I WAS 
BROUGHT UP WHEN 
I WAS INTRODUCED 
TO THE MIGHTY 
WORLD OF MARVEL 
BACK IN 72. THE 
OTHER COMICS I GOT 
SIMULTANEOUSLY. 


thing. There is a popular theory 
that zombies are popular when 
the world is sort of in an economic 
slump. 

Who were your biggest 
artistic influences growing up? 

Alin 1977, obviously, Marvel UK 
started doing Star Wars weekly 
...I remember quite early on, the 
back-up strip was the Micronauts, 
and I remember looking at 
Michael Golden's stuff and going, 
"Oooh, I like this." And it's kind 
of interesting because obviously 
he was one of the first artists in 
American comics anyway, especially 
of that period when superheroes 
were all dominant or powerful. He 
was one of the few artists that was 
doing that strong black and white 
graphics stuff. Using a lot of blacks 
and everything. So I don't know if 
that sort of was an early signifier 
of how I would develop my black 
and white style because, obviously, 
using lots of blacks as well. So 
you know, Michael Golden led to 
various other artists. 

I'm a massive fan of French 
comics as well. Moebius yeah, but 
probably the stuff that hasn't come 
over here or the stuff that hasn't 
even reached Britain because I go 
to France quite often because, per 
head of population I think, The 
Walking Dead sells more in France 
than anywhere else. It hasn't got 
the biggest print run ever, but 
you know, compared to what the 
population of France is, 100-plus 
million. Compared to the States 
where it's 250 million or something 
like that, The Walking Dead sells 
more in France to comic readers 
because they're such massive 
comic fans anyway. Hugo Pratt, 

I love. There's this artist called 
Baiu, fantastic. In fact, I was 
brought up when I was introduced 
to The Mighty World of Marvel 
back in '72, the other comics I 
got simultaneously. So I was just 
reading this stuff and unbeknownst 
to me, you know, on one side I was 
getting fed the American comic 
book side and on the other side, 

I was getting fed the European 
comic art as well. So the result is 
that! [Points to The Walking Dead 
comics and laughs] Q 
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Before the idea of dismissing anxiety 
disorders for over-thinking, people rejected 
the disposition for misplaced and otherwise 
unnecessary episodes of emotion. Discussing 
one's mental health after all entails a tad 
of egomania, and to be immersed in the 
condition and its forum is rather self-serving. 
While this part of the struggle has been 
tolerated, mental health issues remain to 
be misunderstood so an instant reaction is 
to keep mum. That an anxiety disorder and 
depression has been affirmed to have biological 
and genetic roots, there's work to be done 
for it to be accepted. Anxiety attacks and its 
corresponding depression are not a gamut of 
emotions after all but a state that gradually 
and eventually deadens every aspect of one's 
life. Beyond definition and technicalities looms 
an identity crisis. The neurological condition 
is overshadowed by guilt as relationships are 
ruined and opportunities are missed. 

News aggregators online have recently been 
generous in rehashing updates on studies 
about interpersonal and psychosocial behaviors 
and conditions. While we have all become 
hooked on the Internet by the minute for 
myriad of reasons, questions more than there 
are answers about this subject nudge beside 
morning coffees. And so in regular attempts to 
take it easy and at the same time accountable 
for every action and reaction, to be in between 
and retain placidity continues to be a challenge. 

It is one thing to assume that you are acutely 
disturbed based from romanticized reports on 
mental disorders. Snapping out of it is easy 
as with any trend that is sure to wane. I have 
always known anxiety like the back of my 
hand, though, and there came a time when 
episodes proceed to paralyzing fear that it has 
become difficult to put off. An anxiety attack 
triggers an anxiety for the next, and then the 
muted fear becomes a lengthening conduit for 
the need for reasons for its occurrence, or utter 
recklessness and violence, or almost always the 
easiest resort which is numbing out. 

A few months of isolation only reinforced 


the fact that I will not get rid of the fear, and 
while the premise of my affairs requires me to 
be productive, I still refused medication. This 
would be the last draw and with the few ounces 
of pride I have left, so I balk out. To realize that 
I'm not alone struggling with the condition 
may have been comforting to an extent. I did 
wait and longed for a person I could have 
as confidante. Discussions about my anxiety 
disorder eventually scrubbed surfaces that make 
it easier to peel the next but it took a while 
before I was able to choose the remedy that 
suits me from a long list. 

I realized that I have been too attached with 
the things that make up the life that I deem 
ideal- my house, the job, my privacy and my 
space- that for a long time I have not looked 
beyond their loss or absence. I did not entertain 
a Plan B and my attachment has bred fear. 
Acknowledging that the future is uncertain is 
easy. That there is a fall back for my losses can 
make me sleep through the night or make me 
panic less. 

Perhaps the best advice I received is to 
practice de-linking my actions from awful 
outcomes. I get asphyxiated with thoughts of 
things going really bad before I consider the 
better possibilities. I still tend to shun away from 
everything when I get overwhelmed, but as they 
say, there's more than one way to skin a cat, and 
that seems to scoop me out of the addicting 
silence. 

It took years for me to realize, too, that my 
anxiety and sheltered depression will always be 
with and in me. My need to quell it had in itself 
caused me to zone out. In between having to 
man up and live out loud or succumb to enticing 
silence, the latter has been an easy choice. To 
take on the former as a challenge and pursuit, 
knowing that my condition does not have to 
be a handicap and may not be absent, is a new 
ground I have began to tread. Knowing the 
nooks and crannies of the disorder I suppose 
makes of a mental map, and a seed of hope to 
one day show that map to be understood by the 
people one wishes to keep. El 
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WOMEN 



C uriosity will only kill you if you 
lack level-headedness and 
troubleshooting skills. This piece 
of advice has never been more 
appropriate when it comes to 
hooking up through dating apps. I did not 
sign up for two dating apps because of what 
they are intended for, at 
first. I got coerced by 
a girlfriend to try apps 
and also so she can 
have a willing playmate 
in the supposedly new 
playing field. She raved 
about how she met 
this wonderful guy 
who had an interesting 
background. I am a 
single woman who can 
get curious and envious 
and I take that advise 
seriously. I wanted to 
find out the stuff that 
smartphone-toting 
men are made of. I got 
curious enough to want 
to actually find out if it is 
something worth raving 
about. But dating apps 
are not foolproof so it's 
best to get your head 
together. 

Profiles get built from 
current social media 
accounts so there's no 
point arguing about 
your privacy. Your selfies 
will be pored over by 
people who are looking. 

Tweak your profile right 
away, and well, and be 
prepared for scrutiny. It 
should give you a little 
comfort to know that 
you will soon laugh 
at the sheer fact that 
co-workers, friends, and 
even exes are on the 
apps too. Embarrassing 
for a split-second, 
but makes for a good 
laugh when you get to 
exchange screenshots of 
profiles. 

I think that the only security issue that 
people should be concerned about when 
using hook-up apps is that they are also 
location-based ones. Before you can find 
interesting and interested people, you have 
to allow the app to disclose your location. 

On a lighter note, users should get used to 
the idea of coming across people who look 
quite familiar. Your anonymity, as you go 
around your neighborhood running your 
usual errands could get compromised. A 
trip to a 7-11 might get you awkward stares 
from the guy standing in line behind you. 
Pictures will deceive. Unless you've been 
under a rock in the last decade, you must 
know photos are never how they show you 
to be. Choose profile pictures that have 
you uncontrived, and avoid group pictures. 
Guessing games are fussy and will be a 
waste of time. 


As we have come to accept that to each his 
or her own, it is best to reserve judgment about 
dating apps, and their users. You will be there 
for the off-putting personalities, and funny 
conversations. It's best to be sharp enough to 
control how conversations go. If it gets awful, 
you can just ignore or block profiles. 


COUGAR 

TINDER 
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What's surprising is that people are no longer 
wary of meeting up with total strangers and are 
not so concerned about possible safety risks. 
Only a few years ago, a majority was not very 
comfortable with the idea of going on blind 
dates. When the Internet happened, there was 
an apparent demand for a service that serves 


our needs for intimacy in a technologically 
non-committal platter. Today's generation of 
single and looking is more straightforward 
about what they need and want. 

Matches and compatibility gauges on apps 
should not make you gird your loins. A long 
list of common interests and a number of 

common friends do not make 
of a prospective partner. It's 
always beyond, or apart, 
from all the sensibilities of the 
algorithm. Try not to take it 
too seriously. 

Do polish up when a nice 
chat turns out to be a name 
entry on your scheduler. 

The most obvious display of 
professionalism would be 
to show up when you both 
agree on a meet-up date. Be 
decisive about it. Do or don't. 

Both parties should also be 
clear about their intentions. 
Don't be embarrassed to tell 
your match that you only 
want to hook-up if that is 
the only thing that you are 
interested at. Expectations 
should be well aligned. 

It definitely taught me that 
not a lot of men are just 
looking for a hook up. While 
a lot of them screen their 
matches based on looks, they 
also qualify the women that 
they match up with on Tinder 
based on the quality of the 
conversations that they have 
and on common interests. 

The younger guys are the 
more aggressive ones, while 
older men are more careful 
and are looking to have 
something more meaningful, 
be it friendship or a possible 
relationship or a good social 
connection. 

Some people think that 
Tinder and similar online 
dating platforms put a 
damper on traditional dating. 

I beg to disagree. I think it is 
more of a precursor to dating. 

It just speeds up the selection process. Of 
course nothing beats the thrill of coming 
across someone you like in a coffee shop 
or at a friend's party. But then again, not a 
lot of people have the time to be at social 
gatherings. 

Being single can also get lonely. People 
might not have the time to search across 
a room and strike an actual conversation 
but they haven't given up on the chance 
of finding someone to possibly just have 
coffee with or keep their beds warm for 
the night. The chances of finding a true 
connection may be one to a thousand, but 
then chances are meant to be grabbed. 

It's a whole new playground of surprises. 
Women may be on dating apps to find Mr. 
Right, but they are also there for Mr. Right 
Now. That's a consolation that will just keep 
on giving. B 
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Local Comics versus International Graphic Novels 



THE GOLDEN AGE OF PHILIPPINE COMICS 

WORDS BY: JASON INOCENCIO 


T he earliest memory I have of reading 

locally-produced comics is from the local 
barber shop. I would see copies of Funny 
Komiks left around while I'd get a trim. 

In those pages were titles like Planet 
op di Eyps by Roni Santiago, BingBangBum by 
Larry Alcala, and My Little Pupung by Tonton 
Young. I had, of course, read 'komik' strips in the 
newspapers before seeing Funny Komiks. I had 
seen strips of Baltic & Co., Kalabog en Bosyo, and 
Ikabod while seeing movie adaptations of Mars 
Ravelo's Darna, Dyesebel, Lastikman, or Carlo J. 
Caparas' Ang Panday. For the most part though, 
as the years went on, I felt I had outgrown comics 
of the local variety. 

I won't deny that for the most part, I grew 
up on American comics. Superman, Batman, 

Iron Man, the Teen Titans, and their adventures 
were part of my daily vocabulary while the books 
they appeared in monthly were what I saved my 


allowance for. I can rattle off names of creators 
like Siegel and Shuster, Kane and Finger, Lee 
and Kirby, Wolfman and Perez, Claremont and 
Byrne, Johns and Van Sciver, and others with 
ease; just as I can tell you what characters 
they created and why I love specific storylines 
they collaborated on. Even though I stopped 
collecting comics in the mid-90s till the early 
2000s, I eventually found my way back, 
and have consistently bought comics again, 
whether in print or digital format. 

Created by Filipinos for Filipinos 

It's only been fairly recently, however, that 
I really paid attention to the current crop of 
Filipino comics and their creators. I had been 
hearing about Trese from writer Budjette Tan 
and artist Kajo Baldisimo for some time, but I 
never really considered getting myself a copy 


until mid-2013. The date was Free Comic Book 
Day, an annual celebration held on the first 
Saturday of May where retailers worldwide 
gave away comics for free. I picked up a copy 
of Trese: Murder on Balete Drive and The 
Filipino Heroes League (FHL). I kind of have 
a vested interest in FHL because a former 
officemate, Paolo Fabregas, wrote and drew 
it. I finally got the first two volumes of Paolo's 
comic and Trese, and my eyes were opened 
to the world of Filipino comics in the new 
millennium. 

In the pages of the FHL, we see a team 
of heroes unlike the Justice League or the 
Avengers. One of their own has left the 
team and the country to be a sidekick to an 
American hero. Meanwhile, the others are 
barely keeping things together and even use 
a tricycle as a means of transportation. Very 
Third World, very Pinoy. 
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In contrast, the plot surrounding Trese revolves 
around a supernatural investigator who 
roams the streets of Manila while dealing 
with aswangs, mana nan g gals, tikbalangs, 
and other creatures of Philippine folklore. 

The female protagonist Alexandra Trese, is 
protected by gun-wielding twin offspring of 
a force of nature and her homebase is a bar 
known as The Diabolical. By intertwining "old 
wives' tales" that we heard as children with 
more recent urban legends such as the White 
Lady on Balete Drive, the reason why a certain 
popular boxer is almost unbeatable, and an 
infamous story of a snake in a shopping mall, 
among others, the creators have managed 
to ground Trese in stories relevant for the 
contemporary reader 

And it's not just them. The sheer number 
of great comics being written and drawn by 
Filipinos right now is staggering. The stories 
aren't limited to traditional superheroes 
as certain titles deal with epic fantasies, 
anthropomorphic chickens, cast members of 
a theatrical play, and even national heroes 
facing the Spanish invaders While Mervin 
Malonzo's Tabi Po is a creepy and disturbing 
exploration on the origins of the aswangs, 
Gerry Alanguilan and Arnold Arre's Rodski 
Patotski: Ang Dalagang Baby is a fun sci-fi/ 
rom-com about a socially-inept teenage girl 
who just happens to be the smartest person 
on the planet. Tepai Pascual's Maktan 1521 
offers a refreshing take on the legend of 
Lapu-Lapu versus Magallanes while Minkowski 
Space Opera by Aaron Felizmenio is a fantasy 
epic based on a Bagobo tale. Consider these 
a mere sampling of the breadth and scope 
of what local comics are now available in the 
market. 

wtiilce Porta do and the US Invasion 

When 1 was in high school, I was surprised 
to learn that an artist on a comic that I was 
collecting turned out to be Pinoy. That was my 
introduction to the work of Whilce Portacio, 
the then-penciller of the X-Men spinoff 
title, X-Facton His style was powerful, with 
influences from Japanese manga and anime, 
andherehe was, a Pinoy, drawing characters 
that I loved reading about. Beyond the surprise 
of seeing Colossus dressed in a jacket with a 
giant Philippine flag and the word "Makulit" 
printed on the back, Whilce signified that 
Filipino talent could make it in "The Big Two" 
that is DC Comics and Marvel Comics. 

Within a few years, Whilce would help 
find another wave of local talent that would 
make their own mark in American comics. 
These would include Leinil Francis Yu, Gerry 
Alanguilan, Lan Medina, and Ed Tadeo. 

Following the examples of these men, Carlo 
Pagulayan, Stephen Segovia, Harvey Tolibao, 
Mico Suayan, Jonathan Lau, Fritz Casas, and 
Kim Jacinto have all had work published at 
either DC Comics, Marvel Comics, image 


Comics, Dynamite Entertainment, Valiant 
Comics, or at Oni Press. In other words, our 
countrymen have proven that Philippine artistic 
talent can measure up with the world's best. 

Up close and personal 

The exciting thing about having all of 
this local talent in comics both local and 
international today is that they're all so easy 
to access. Beyond their individual presence 
on Face book, Twitter, and Instag ram, most of 
these creators are based around Metro Manila. 
Through the efforts of Sandy San sol is, owner 
and proprietor of Comic Odyssey, Jaime Daez 
of Fully Booked, as well as Felix Cua of Druid's 
Keep, and the group headed by Ivan Guerrero 
and Jacob Cabochan of Filbar's, the creators 
are in constant touch with their audience in 
Manila. Regular signing events, where the 
artists meet and greet their fans while signing 
their work or even drawing commissioned 
sketches for them, are now the norm. 

It's basically the ultimate fan boy dream: 

Meet artists who are drawing the comics 
you buy, shake hands with them and even 
get photos taken, then ask them to sketch 
characters you want to see them draw. Today, 
the Filipino comic book reader can do this with 
relative ease, and several times a year. Think 
about it, these creators are often invited to 
the big conventions in the United States to 
do the same for fans there, and they all get 
paid significantly to sketch for those fans. 

Yet here we are, with the artists right in our 
own backyard, and we get to interact with 
them in our own language. We get to ask 
them about their creative process, what new 
projects they're working on, who they love 
drawing, but we also get to ask them what 
they thought of last week's PBA game or how 
they're managing the EDS A traffic, stuff we 
would ask of our own friends. 

As if the signing events weren't enough, 
you might not be aware of it, but for the 
past 10 years, a local comic book convention 
has been held annually within Metro Manila. 
Actually, there are now three "Komikons" 
held annually: Summer Komikon in April, 
Indieket (focusing on independently published 
works), and Komikon in November. I went to 
my first Komikon in November 2013, and had 
the privilege of hosting it and acting as "The 
Voice of Komikon," It really warmed my heart 
to see so many people roaming around the 
Bayanihan Center in Pasig as it proved to me 
that the Filipino comics industry is alive and 
well. It might not be "big time" as yet, but we 
are definitely getting there. 

When I first took the stage to recite the 
opening spiel for Komikon, I couldn't hide 
the big smile on my face as I thought to 
myself: "Why did it take me so long to get to 
Komikon?" and "I'm here with my people!" 
I'm a comic book geek. I read both foreign and 
Filipino 'komiks'. And I'm damn proud of it, El 


READER'S RESPONSE 


SHOW ME THE MONEY 

W hile We are ell well aware of the dilemmas 
facing Philippine sports as a whole. PJ 
Navarro's piece titled Politics and Sports: 
Show Me the Money! gives a recap on past 
glories of Philippines sports, as well as the decrepit 
"padrino system 1 ' prevalent in both local politics and 
sports organizations. 

This same practice of approaching the private sector 
for funds to support sports such as basketball, boxing, 
billiards, and now football, track and field, and others, 
has never been more pronounced than it is now. Whereas 
in the past, it was only the San Miguel Corporation that 
one would consistently see on advertising banners and 
streamers at sporting events, the past 14 years or so has 
seen a rise in the support from companies backed by Lucia 
Tan, Fred Uytengsu, and of course, Manuel V. Pangilinan, 
it's a sad state of affairs, to be sure, that the athletic future 
of the country must turn to the private sector for funding 
because the government, no matter who it seems is in 
power, is woefully inept and incapable of doing so. I’ve 
long been saddened by this, and events such as the FIFA 
World Cup and the Summer Olympics always bring these 
problems back to the tore. Whereas smaller countries or 
perhaps countries that we perceive as “poorer" or with 
athletes less skilled than us qualify for the grandest stage 
in football or earn medals af the Olympics, the Filipino is 
left wondering, “Why can't we do that?” 

If we are going to rely on our government, then we might 
as well give up already. There is an inherent problem 
within the government's system, the people who run it, 
and the people who have propagated it for decades, that 
will never allow proper funding lo be diverted for athletic 
support and development. No matter the little pockets of 
‘'grassroots development 1 ' in provinces such as Negros 
Occidental, Davao, Cebu, or elsewhere, if these athletes are 
not noticed or given exposure to Metro Manila audiences 
(where most of the funding lies), they are doomed to live in 
anonymity while their skills either erode or dry up. 

While our countrymen cheer on Germany, Argentina, 
or other countries at the World Cup, our Azkals can't 
even crack the Top 100 footballing nations in the world 
according to FIFA rankings. Sports such as football, 
baseball, track and field, or swimming should be sports 
that Filipinos take up and devote time to because they 
don't necessary require the genetic gifts of height and 
weight that sports like basketball or boxing require for 
success. Yet I’ve been hearing all of this rhetoric since the 
msd-SOs and nothing seems to have changed in the past 
three decades. 

it's a very sad state of affairs, as Mr. Navarro mentioned, 
but we have to ask, is there any end in sight? 

Jon Felix, 

IT Specialist 
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IN THE COUNTRY’S CURRENT 
COMEDY LANDSCAPE, ISKO 
SALVADOR IS THE LAST OF 
HIS KIND; A THROWBACK TO 
AN ERA WHEN COMEDY WAS 
SIMPLE AND UNPRETENTIOUS. 
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R enowned 

author and 
humor writer 
Mike Sacks 
said that one 
of the greatest 
things he 

learned from interviewing talented comedy 
writers is that they are usually the quiet ones, 
"Comedy writers aren't usually 'on'. As Conan 
O'Brien—who actually might be more 'on' 
than most writers—once said, 'I was not the 
class clown...I've always maintained that the 
class clown, the guy [who] when the teacher 
is out of the room sets the clock back, makes 
noise, throws water balloons around the room, 
those kids...grow up and they're killed in a 
motel shoot-out.'" Nowhere was this more 
evident than when we got a chance to sit 
down with funnyman Herman 'Isko' Salvador, 
he who courted Shirley Puruntong (played by 
Maricel Soriano) in the most memorable sitcom 
ever shown in Philippine TV, John en Marsha. 
Younger audiences, however, would associate 
him better as the phony yet funny televangelist, 
'Brod Pete'. 

From the moment we shook the hand of 
this quiet, unassuming man we were starstruck, 
because as quiet and unassuming as his persona 
seemed to be, there was still something quite 
imposing about the way he held himself. 

Perhaps it was the fact that we knew we 
were about to sit down and talk to one of 
the country's comedy greats or perhaps it was 
more the idea that we knew he was the last 
of his kind, a veritable dinosaur in an industry 
where most comedians think anything and 
everything is good for a laugh. See, despite the 
seeming irreverence of his Brod Pete persona, 
he maintains that he is actually quite conscious 
of the topics he tackles or even the people that 
he uses in his gags. "Wala akong tinitirang 
religion ... kasi pag ginamit moyung irreverent 
usually sa religion siya. In that context, [my 
humor] walang religion involved kasi mahirap 
din eh. Pag pinag-usapan na yung ano, yung 
beliefs, faith ... conscious ako roon, gumawa 
ng mga ganun. Kasi pag ginamit yung lahat 
ng yan sa comedy, para magpatawa, pag may 
na-offend ka hindi ka tagumpay ... naging 
negative ka," he explained. One may argue 
that the very persona of Brod Pete has some 
religious undertones and he will point out 
(quite correctly) that it just may seem that way 
because of the structure but it is very safe 
comedy. "Pambata nga yun eh," he quipped. 

By now, the whole nation is already familiar 
with the structure of Salvador's popular segment 
on Bubble Gang, Ang Dating Doon and its 
recent revival, Ang Bagong Dating Doon. Here, 
Salvador as Brod Pete (a parody of Brother 


Eli Soriano, host of the religious program, 

Ang Dating Daan) and his co-conspirators, 
Brother Willie (played by Carlos Cosme) and 
Brother Jocel (played by Chito Francisco) give 
out advice to an adoring group of fanatics. 

The 'passages' usually given are taken from 
folk songs and nursery rhymes. 'Brod Pete' 
would then interpret the passage with much 
hilarity as the group shouts, 'Alien!', to signify 
their agreement. "Kaming tatlo (Cosme and 
Francisco) yung nagsusulat nun. Wala ngang 
nakaka-alam nun eh, sa taping. Kaming tatlo 
lang. Binibigay lang naming yung tanong. Pati 
nga yung director walang alam eh, di niya alam 
kung ano mangyayari," he shared. The concept, 
he added, came from Bubble Gang alums, 
Michael V. and Ogie Alcasid. "Dati writer ako 
sa Tropang Trumpo. Pinayrate ako nila Bitoy 
tsaka sila Ogie. Naging Bubble Gang, doon ako 
napasama.Tapos ginawa akong head writer 
doon." 

With the popularity he is enjoying now, it 
is hard to imagine that being in front of the 
camera or doing live shows was not something 
he had aspired to do. Early on, Salvador had 
decided that he wanted to be a writer and 
that's exactly what he ended up doing for 
most his career. "Gusto ko lang talaga maging 
writer. Wala sa [pangarap o pag-iisip] ko na 
lumabas [sa TV], Tinanong ko lang,'Ano ba 
gusto ko mangyari sa buhay ko?'Dinefine ko 
lang, ganun. Gusto ko maging writer, comedy. 
Paano ako magiging writer? Kailangan magsulat 
ako. Nagsulat ako, tapos pinakita ko sa kanila. 
Nagustuhan nila. Ganun na naging kadali yung 
buhay ko. Wala akong kilala, pero yun na. 

Siguro tingin ko na rin maswerte akong tao," he 
said, cheekily. 

He must've done something right because 
it wasn't long before he caught the attention 
of the Philippines' reigning King of Comedy, 
Dolphy. At that time, Dolphy was already 
enjoying the success of his hit sitcom, John en 
Marsha, a show that ran for more almost 20 
years detailing the lives of the impoverished yet 
hardworking Puruntong family. Salvador, on the 
other hand, was a writer for the sketch comedy 
show, Champoy, at that time. Both shows aired 
on RPN 9 (now under Solar Entertainment 
Corporation) in Broadcast City and Salvador 
succinctly related thus his transition from 
being a gag writer to a sitcom writer to being 
an actor, "Nagsusulat ako sa Champoy eh, so 
palakad-lakad lang ako nun sa Broadcast City. 
Siguro tinatanong, 'Sino ba yang payat na yan?' 
'Ah, writer yan.'Ganun. Siguro naririnig nila 
yung mga gawa ko. Sinama ako roon sa John 
en Marsha. Gusto rin nila magsulat ako para 
dun. Eh di pumayag naman ako kasi yun naman 
ang gusto kong gawin. Kaya lang masyadong 
mabilis. Eh number one sitcom ang John en 


AYOKO 

TALAGA NG 

DRAMA. 

DAPAT 

MASAYA 

LANG. 

AKO, PURO 
COMEDY 
LANG ANG 
LAMAN NG 
BUHAY KO. 

Marsha nun, tapos gag writer lang ako eh 
biglang sitcom na yung isusulat ko, John en 
Marsha pa." It was quite the challenge, he said, 
for even in his mind, he was not worthy to write 
for the great Dolphy, "Siyempre idol ko yun 
eh. Pakiramdam ko nga hindi ako deserving na 
gumawa ng comedy niya eh. Sino ba naman 
ako para gumawa ng comedy niya?" he related. 
Ever since, he found himself working for Dolphy 
in almost all of his projects, be it as a writer or 
as an extra. 

Several years down the road, it was also the 
King of Comedy's death that brought him back 
into the public's awareness. While the whole 
nation mourned the loss, Salvador stood in front 
of an overcrowded church at Dolphy's wake and 
made everybody laugh and made the internet 
explode. Many a comedian shared their own 
experiences with Dolphy but it was Salvador's 
that has been the most quoted and the most 
viewed on social media. Nobody was safe in 
his 10-minute eulogy. Philippine Vice-President 
Jejomar Binay was singled out for being the 
country's first black vice-president. ("Sa sobrang 
pagtitipid niya, hindi po sunblock ang ginagamit 
niya, tire black po.) Even the dead man was 
not safe. Of his relationship with Dolphy, he 
said, "Halos mga 30 years po kaming parang 
mag-syota, on and off. Sayang. May potential 
pa din naman. Mukhang may promise. Sayang, 
nanghihinayang ako." He added, "Katunayan 
po, hindi po ako dapat a-attend dito. Hindi siya 
pupunta sa burol ko eh, kaya bakit ako pupunta 
sa burol niya." Dolphy's son, actor/director 
Eric Quizon, he said, was "the best comedian 
in the whole of Blue Ridge. Congratulations." 
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What should have been a somber 
eulogy quickly turned into a roast and 
the general consensus was that it was 
the best send-off anybody could've ever 
been given the Comedy King. Then 
again, whoever said eulogies should be 
sad? "Ayoko talaga ng drama. Dapat 
masaya lang. Ako, puro comedy lang 
ang laman ng buhay ko. Masaya naman 
siyang pag-aralan," he said. He's such a 
strickler for this rule that he even turned 
down dramatic roles in indie movies. 

Nowadays, Salvador is enjoying the 
perks of being an internet celebrity. 

His 'Brod Pete' Facebook page is very 
heavy on the comedy and now has more 
than a million likes and followers. He's 
always defined himself as a gag writer, 
good with the laugh-a-minute jokes and 
wisecracks. His social media presence 
is the perfect reflection of his type of 
humor: simple, funny, and memorable. 
Just like the man himself. Alien? Alien! □ 
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U nderneath her stern, 
eastern European 
facade, Rellys Tonu is 
a bubbly, free-spirited 
individual who doesn't 
shy away from expressing herself and 
showing off her perfectly-toned body. Shot 
on location at the La Luz Beach Resort in 
Laiya, Batangas, this spontaneous pictorial 
is the perfect farewell to 2014's summer 
season. As the representative of PLAYBOY 
Romania during last year's Philippine Gala, 
Playmate Rellys' endearing charm and fierce 
looks entranced everyone during the gala 
and eventually won her the first runner-up 
title. 

"Playmate of the Year Gala was such an 
amazing experience for me. I was grateful 
for the opportunity to participate in the 
event. It was great to meet the amazing 
staff of Playboy Philippines. Winning first 
runner-up left me speechless. It was a once 
in a lifetime chance," she said. Nearly a year 
after the event, she is still as enthusiastic and 
wide-eyed as she was when she first came 
to the country. "I missed the Philippines 
very much. I was very glad to come back 
this year for the summer. The Philippines is 
an amazing country with very beautiful and 
kind people. I missed all my friends here. I 
missed the tropical weather. Most of all, I 
missed Jollibee," she giddily confessed. 

As of the moment. Playmate Rellys 
is back in Romania. Having finished her 
studies recently, she has many projects lined 
up this year (which started piling up since 
her cover appearance in PLAYBOY Romania 
this April). "I have so many plans for my 
future. I'm kind of torn between starting a 
career in television or opening up a fashion 
design business. I'll probably try to do both, 
push on and just make the best out of life," 
Rellys shared. □ 
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In an empty Japanese restaurant on the northeast 
outskirts of Moscow, Nikita Kislitsin, a 2 8-year-old 
Russian with blond hair, blue eyes and translucent 
skin, is showing me how to pull off a multimitlion- 
dollar cyberheist on his MacBook Air, The ace hacker 
is method-ical; his slim fingers click quickly through a 
series of applications to activate a 
virtual private network that will blur 
our real location from prying eyes. 

"Which IP address should we use?" Kislitsin asks. 
Kislitsin was the editor in chief of Russia's Hacker 
magazine for six years before taking a job with Group- 
IB, a private Russian -internet-security firm. We peruse 
a list of half a dozen international locales like a pair 
of newlyweds picking through possible honeymoon 
destinations. "Chicago," I decide — and with one click 
we J ve transported ourselves from Russia's capital to 


America's heartland. Now, with our location cloaked, 
we can operate on the fringes of the law with impunity. 

While pulling off online larceny requires strategy, the 
tools to do it are readily available for a reasonable fee. 
Kislitsin logs on to several hidden forums and scans the 
Russian-language conversation threads. We're looking 


for a good deal on a Trojan: a program that infects 
computers and forces them to perform unauthorized 
actions, extracting ail manner of personal data and 
transmitting it back to the program's command-and- 
control server, like a droid seeking out the mother ship. 
The computer then becomes part of a vast botnet, a 
network of infected computers whose -information — 
such as account balances and passwords — shows 
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up on the hacker's dashboard Armed with this 
info, criminals can filter out victims to rob and 
begin to drain their accounts. Kislitsin shows me 
one dashboard Group-18 hacked into on which 
a cyber-criminal had made his own handy notes, 
Next to infected computers he'd listed account 
balances, "password incorrect" "missing 
login" and several notes of bomj (Russian for 
"homeless"), a reference to someone too poor 
to be worth robbing. 

Once a computer is compromised, the next 
step of the heist is taking -money out of an 
account. A favorite lifting method is autozaliv 
(Russian computer slang for "autotheft"), which 
requires a separate program that can be bought 
on the same forum. When you log on to your 
banking profile, the hacker can see that you're 
online. Through the autozaliv program, the 
hacker directs your computer to automatically 
wire your money into another account. In some 
cases the hacker even obtains control of your 
laptop's online banking screen so that when 
you look at your account, you see the balance 
you were -expecting—but the money is already 
gone. It's only when you try to pay a bill or go 
to an ATM that the bank will notify you that 
you have insufficient funds. Your -money is long 
gone. 

The stolen funds are now snaking their way 
across the world through a network of people 
known as money mules, whose services can also 
be bought on the forum. It is a separate criminal 
network that specializes in illicit courier services, 
organizing all the stops—and there are quite a 
few—the money will make before it lands in the 
hands of the cyber-criminal. From the victim's 
account the lucre is sent to another American 
bank account. Sometimes the mules are Eastern 
Europeans studying in America who are in on 
the scam; other times the mules are down-on- 
their-luck Americans who responded to online 
ads about making money from home Typically 
the ad claims a foreign company working in 
the U.S. needs an American business partner to 
help it collect Its money. For a percentage, the 
American uses his or her own bank account to 
collect wire payments for "services rendered" 


and then sends the money through Western 
Union to the "company" on the other side of 
the Atlantic. 

The recipient across the ocean is possibly as 
clueless or as desperate as the American on U.S. 
soil He or she picks up the wire transfer and 
sends the cash onward to the actual hacker. 
Kislitsin tells me the Western Union collector 
could be a poor grandmother in Ukraine who 
collects the funds with her real passport, packs a 
television set with bundles of cash, perhaps for 
a salary of about $200 a week, and physically 
sends it on its way to the original hacker. One 
way, he noted, is to cross borders on a train. 

The train attendant charged with moving the 
package probably doesn't know he's delivering 
a hollow television set stuffed with cash. The 
money-mule network takes 50 percent of the 
stolen funds as its cut. 

From desktops to laptops to mobile phones 
and tablets, the reach of cybercrime is 
growing at an alarming rate. On forums like 
the ones Kislitsin is showing me, anyone can 
buy hundreds of stolen credit card numbers, 
malware (programs that clandestinely 
enter a computer and damage or hijack its 
-operations—a Trojan is a kind of malware), 
viruses, space on bulletproof hosting servers 
(online domains maintained by dubious 
companies that will not shut them down despite 
nefarious activities such as child porn and drug 
scores), money-mule services and much more. 

There are many ways to pull off cyberheists 
that don't involve hacking into victims' bank 
accounts via their computers. From producing 
fake debit cards to drain ATMs to stealing 
credit card numbers and shopping online, the 
opportunities for cybercrime are as ubiquitous 
as the technology that has crept into our daily 
routine. 

At a private cybersecurity conference 
in New York last August, then FBI director 
Robert S. Mueller cautioned, "In the future, 
the cyberthreat will equal or even eclipse the 
terrorist threat.'' The more connected the world 
becomes, the greater the risk we all run of 
getting hit The websites we visit every day— 
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Chase, Visa, Amazon, eBay—can be infected 
with malware that will establish dominion over 
our password-"protected" data. Those with the 
know-how can pilfer a single mom's life savings, 
gut a local gym owner's capital, hit small 
businesses or go after bigger fish such as Sony 
or Home Depot. 

One hit can have massive ramifications. As 
Target customers learned this past Christmas, 
even if your own machine is as secure as 
possible, your information can be compromised 
anyway. Between November and December 
last year, thieves hacked into Target's system 
and stole up to 40 million credit and debit 
card numbers, as well as addresses and phone 
numbers of about 70 million customers. 

The hackers probably got in through Fazio 
Mechanical -Services, a small business in 
Pittsburgh that provided refrigeration to the 
stores. According to analysts, the hackers 
appear to have used malware to infect Fazio's 
computers and then moved into Target stores' 
point-of-sale -systems—the computers where 
customers physically swipe their cards—and 
transmitted that information back to the mother 
ship. Typically criminals will wait months to use 
their loot, long after the media firestorm has 
died down and customers have dropped their 
guard and stopped monitoring their accounts, 
Hackers can also sell the -data on the forums I 
saw with -Kislitsin. Credit card numbers can be 
bought for about a dollar, which adds up when 
you sell data by the thousands or millions. 

According to Symantec, an American 
-security-research firm, cybercrime cost 
$113 billion globally in 2013. The United 
States was hit hardest, losing $38 billion. Every 
day more than 1 million people are victims of 
cybercrime—or 1 2 victims per second, nearly 
three times the global birthrate. That includes 
people whose private -data you'd expect to 
be protected to the gills. Last spring Michelle 
Obama, Joe Biden, Jay Z, Hillary Clinton, Ashton 
Kutcher, even then FBI director Mueller (among 
many other high-profile victims) saw their credit 
card information, Social Security numbers and 
previous -addresses posted online in one massive 
dump for the entire world to see. The website 
was registered to a su (short for Soviet Union) 
domain, leading experts to point to Russian 
handiwork. 

This was no surprise: Russia is ground zero 
for cybercrime. Of the FBI's 10 most-wanted 
cybercriminals, four are Slavs, one is a Swede 
and two are Pakistani. China has its fair share 
of cybercriminals too. The more we try to fortify 
our security systems, the quicker these hackers 
evolve to outwit us. 

Since I'm new to cybercrime, Kislitsin is 
setting me up to pull off a heist as easily as 
possible. We're looking for prewritten matware 
(the most skilled cybercriminals design their 
own, Kislitsin explains). Within 10 minutes we've 
found three kinds of Trojans for sale: SmokeBot, 
Andromeda and Citadel. Of the three, Kislitsin 
makes the strongest case for Citadel—at $350, 
it's inexpensive and perfect for pilfering from 
U.S. bank websites. (A quick tally yields that it 
would cost a newbie about $3,300 to buy the 
necessary components to launch a cyberheist. 

"It is a business, so you have to put up some 
money to start," Kislitsin explains.) 

"In Russia we have a saying: cheap and 
reliable," Kislitsin says with a grin. He clicks over 
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to his anonymous chat service and fires off a 
buying inquiry. 

Then we wait, 

* 

In February 2013, three days after reporting 
$1.1 million in fraudulent wire transactions, 
Daniel Crenshaw—the now 37-year-old founder 
and owner of Efficient Services Escrow Group 
in Huntington Beach, -California—got served. 
Police officers stormed Efficient Services' 
office, brandishing badges. They confiscated 
Crenshaw's computers, kicked out his employees 
and changed the locks on the office doors. In 
December 2012 Crenshaw had worked with 
his bank to recover a mysterious wire that had 
sent $432,215 to a bank in Moscow; then, over 
one week in late January 2013, two more wires 
totaling $1.1 million were sent to a northern 
region of China near the Russian border. 

Efficient reported the fraud in accordance with 
state regulations. The California Department 
of Corporations gave the company three days 
to come up with the money. It couldn't. The 
money was gone, so the police came in (When 
an escrow company reports a fraudulent wire 
transfer in California, the law gives it three days 
to recover the funds, whereupon the state is 
mandated to take possession of the company.) 

The firm that Crenshaw and his older brother, 
Rob, 39, had started in 2009 had been on its 
way to becoming one of the biggest escrow 
outfits in southern California. They'd just 
opened a second office and were hiring new 
employees. Suddenly everything was gone—the 
Crenshaws went from getting a cushy salary to 
no paycheck. They laid off their staff, and they 
owed money to their clients that they couldn't 
return. 

The reputational damage from a cyberattack 
alone is jarring—money has mysteriously 
disappeared from a company. The Crenshaws' 
competitors were beginning to whisper, saying 
they'd always known the brothers were shady 
Although criminal charges were never filed, 
that didn't make it better. "We were getting 
threats from our clients, from the Department 
of Corporations, from the bank," Daniel recalls. 
"You don't know how to defend yourself. You 
didn't do anything wrong. Overnight you've lost 
a company that you spent five years building." 
He says he is being forced to walk away from 
the real estate industry. "Even when all the dust 
settles, it still doesn't go away. Now they want 
to blackball us from the industry." His brother's 
membership in the California Escrow Association 
has already been revoked. Daniel's hearing with 
the association is pending. "Until the public 
knows that we had no doing in this matter, our 
names will not be cleared, " he says. 

Online bank theft often targets American 
small businesses. They are more lucrative than 
individual accounts because they tend to have 
fatter balances, and they are checked less often. 
Small businesses also have laxer online security 
than big firms do. (That's why hackers could get 
into Target through Fazio Mechanical Services in 
Pittsburgh.) And although the U.S. government 
insures personal accounts, small businesses 
with commercial accounts have no government 
guarantees to recover stolen funds—as the 
Crenshaws learned, if a business gets hit, the 
cost is its to bear 

Losses from cybercrime can be staggering. 

The U.S. Internet Crime Complaint Center (IC3), 


a government initiative for victims of cybercrime, 
received 289,874 complaints in 2012, an 8.3 
percent increase from 2011. And that includes 
only individuals who reported some kind of loss. 
Many people who get hacked never go public. 
They are frequently targeted while looking at 
porn: A common scam involves infecting a 
victim's computer with malware that installs 
another program, called Ransomware, which 
locks the computer and flashes a warning that 
the owner has violated U S. federal law The 
scam goes further, declaring that the user's IP 
address was used to visit child-pornography 
sites. It then instructs victims to pay a fine to 
the U.S. Department of Justice through prepaid 
money card services in order to regain control of 
their machine. Most people pay. 

"The first trap that many infected users fall 
into is thinking that this is personal in some 
way," says Brian Krebs, a journalist specializing 
in cybercrime investigations who blogs at 
- K re b s O n 5 ecu rity. com. " You' re n ot so m e 
unique snowflake that the bad guys want to 
attack. Unless you're some big juicy target, 
most of these attacks are opportunistic. Your 
machine can be monetized a hundred ways from 
Sunday." 

It took Mark Patterson more than three years 
to recover from the hit. Over a six-day period 
in 2009, a -ZeuS Trojan snared $588,000 from 
his Maine-based company, Patco Construction, 
by infecting the business's work computers. 

The hackers tapped into both the company's 
account and its line of credit. "We're going 
to get our money back, right?" Patterson said 
when he called the bank. But the bank rep was 
stumped: "We don't even know what's going 
on." Within 24 hours the bank managed to halt 
about $200,000 of the money, recovering funds 
that had been moved to the first -money-mule 
account. But the rest was gone. 

Patterson sued the bank—and lost. All the 
while, the bank continued to charge Patterson 
interest, which would total about another 
$100,000 over the course of his legal ordeal. In 
2012 an appeals court overturned the decision; 
the bank settled, but the damage had been 
done. By then Patterson had spent hundreds 
of thousands in legal fees—none of which was 
reimbursed. He had been so focused on the case 
that new business opportunities had slipped 
away. "I guess you can feel good about winning, 
but not really winning," Patterson says, "There 
are still people losing hundreds of thousands of 
dollars, continually." 

Much of that money is winding up in 
Russia, the birthplace of cybercrime. With the 
collapse of the U5SR, well-educated Russian 
programmers, lacking job opportunities, began 
to look for ways to monetize the internet. They 
excelled at spamming and developing networks 
of infected computers under the control of one 
command center, which would drive internet 
traffic to paid porn sites. That in turn spawned 
the fake credit card industry. Soon Russian 
hackers had developed all the moving parts they 
needed to graduate to bank heists. Since the 
early 2000s Russians have produced the most 
effective banking Trojans, specifically targeting 
America and Western Europe. Today Russia is 
home to the best hackers and the most banking 
hits. 

Russia's refusal to cooperate with the U.S. 
government to arrest its own citizens has 


created a cybercrime safe haven. Usually only 
hackers who attack Russian banks serve time. 
The only way to stop the others is to arrest 
them if they step on European or American soil. 
Last July the FBI indicted four Russians and a 
Ukrainian for stealing more than 160 million 
credit card numbers from major U.S. companies, 
including -Visa, Discover, NASDAQ, 7-Eleven and 
JetBlue. They stole $300 million in total—one 
of the largest cyberheists in history. Two of the 
culprits were arrested in the Netherlands and 
one of them was extradited to the U.S., but 
three of the masterminds are still at large 

Since the government isn't cracking down 
on them, Russians can do pretty much anything 
with the money they make. And when money 
comes easy, it's no surprise that those with 
gaudy streaks flaunt it. Group-IB showed me 
a profile on -vKonnect, the Russian version of 
Facebook, of a 19-year-old kid who had stolen 
millions from U.S. point-of*sale registers—the 
same kind of heist that hit Target. His photos 
feature him wearing thick bedazzled chains and 
making gang signs with his friends. 

Invincibility on Russian soil led one hacker, 
VorVZakone, to make a video of his life as 
a well-to-do cybercriminal and upload it to 
YouTube. "I decided to meet you, let's say 
remotely," the brick of a man in a black trench 
coat and wraparound shades boasts to the 
camera. "Now you will see how I live," He 
calls himself Seroga and takes viewers on 
a tour of his gated community. Seroga and 
Oleg, a younger guy with an aquiline nose 
and highlighted blond hair pulled back with a 
headband, act like guests on a bootleg episode 
of MTV Cribs. After a drive through their hood, 
the two jump out and examine Seroga's second 
car, a white Hyundai Solaris, as birds chirp 
placidly in the background. The camera follows 
him to his house and into a redbrick foyer, 
where he shows off a walkie-talkie by calling his 
cleaning lady on the other end The residence 
itself is a typical nouveau riche affair. "This is 
my setup," Seroga says, pointing to an open 
laptop and a desktop facing two white leather 
couches along the walls, "You don't need 
anything more," Oleg chimes in. At the end of 
the video, Seroga sits down alone in his kitchen 
to a plate of caviar sandwiches his housekeeper 
has prepared. 

The video caused a stir on underground 
forums. Hackers mocked Seroga, defaming 
him as a phony, a police plant or just an idiot 
who wasn't taking his security seriously. In 
September 2012, VorVZakone posted a battle 
summons called Project Blitzkrieg, trying to 
recruit other hackers to coordinate mass attacks 
on 30 U.S, banks before they upped security 
measures, claiming he had been developing the 
Trojan since 2003 and had already successfully 
stolen $5 million. The announcement prompted 
security companies to issue warnings of an 
impending attack. McAfee Labs found that 
VorVZakone's touted pilot Trojan had already 
infected more than SO victims across the United 
States, He was never caught. 

* 

While the FBI has made headway in busting 
cybercrime rings in recent years, U.S, banks and 
businesses are deeply resistant to admitting 
they've been hit for fear of damaging their 
reputations. They increasingly rely on private 

Continue to page 99 
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DADA ARTS STUDIO 


With her sun-kissed 
olive skin and deeply 
Filipina featurey? 
Akiko’s Asian Beauty 
pictorial sprawle.d our 
pages last year with a 
.mysteriously electrii? 
aura. This time, dare to 
face Playmate Akiko in 
her wildest form. 






ome say 
that things 
are sweeter 
the second 
time around. 
Though we're 
not saying 
that we completely agree, we certainly 
believe that some things are wilder and 
bolder the second time around. Case in 
point: Asian Beauty Akiko Pria's debut 
as our Playmate for the month of July. 

"I may not be the first one to say 
this, but I feel like I was born to be 
a Playmate. When I posed for Asian 
Beauty last year, sabi ng iba bastos daw. 
Pero para sakin, yung nudity is an art 
form. That's exactly why tl agreed to 
do this Playmate shoot. PLAYBOY sees 
nudity the same way I do," explained 
Akiko. 

With her sun-kissed olive skin and 
deeply Filipina features, Akiko's Asian 
Beauty pictorial graced our pages last 
year with a mysteriously electric aura. 
Because of this same exotic appeal, as 
well as the positive feedback from some 
of our foreign readers, we knew we 
had to shoot her again with an encore 
pictorial. As she becomes part of our 
most desirable ensemble of Playmates, 
dare to face Akiko in her wildest form. 

"I tried to work on my body for this 
shoot. When they told me about this 
Playmate pictorial, I felt that I needed to 
gain a little weight. It also helped that 
I co-own a gym where I can work out 
whenever I can," she shared. 

Our main goal was to unleash the 
ferociously sensuous side of Miss July 
to contrast her enticingly subdued 
pictorial last year. Those intentions 
notwithstanding, there's no doubt 
in our minds that these photos 
are intrinsic proof of this woman's 
untamed, unbridled sensuality. O 
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Our main goal was to 
unleash the ferociously 
sensuous side of Miss 
July to contrast her 
enticingly subdued 
pictorial last year. 

Those intentions 
notwithstanding, there’s 
no doubt in our minds 
that these photos are 
intrinsic proof of this 
woman’s untamed, 
unbridled sensuality. 
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“I may not be the first one to say this, 
but I feel like I was born to be a Playmate. 


When I posed for Asian Beauty last year, sabi ng iba bastos 
daw. Pero para sakin, yung nudity is an art form. That’s 
exactly why I agreed to do this Playmate shoot. PLAYBOY 
sees nudity the same way I do, ” 















“I tried to work on 
my body for this 
shoot. When they 
told me about this 
Playmate pictorial, 
I felt that I needed 
to gain a little 
weight. It also 
helped that I co¬ 
own a gym where 
I can work out 
whenever I can. ” 
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PLAYMATE DETAILS 


NAME: AKIKO PRIA 
DATE OF BIRTH: SEPTEMBER 13, 1990 
PLACE OF BIRTH: QUEZON CITY 
HEIGHT: 57" WEIGHT: 118 LBS. 

BUST: 34 WAIST: 24 HIPS: 35 
TURN-ON: AN HONEST GUY 
TURN-OFF: ASSHOLES. JERKS. 

WHAT'S THE SEXIEST PIECE OF CLOTHING 
YOU OWN AND HOW OFTEN DO YOU 
WEAR IT? TTIGHT JEANS AND CROP 
SHIRT. THEY MAY SEEM SIMPLE BUT IT'S 
WHAT YOU DO WHILE WEARING THEM. 
WHAT TERM OF ENDEARMENT DO YOU 
WANT MEN TO CALL YOU? AKIKO DOES 
SIZE MATTER? NO!!! 




PARTY j0l€5 V 



"What did they say?" the friend asked. 

He answered, "They all screamed at me to put my pants back on." 

What is the difference between a dog and a fox? 

Four beers. 

/\ bank manager noticed one of his new clerks was terrible when it 
came to counting money and adding figures. "Where did you get your 
financial education?" he asked. 

"Yale," replied the lad. 

"Wow," the manager said, "glad to have you aboard, and what is your 
name again?" 

The guy replied, "Yim Yohnson." 

/\ young man excitedly told his mother he'd fallen in love and was 
going to get married. He said, "Just for fun, Ma, I'm going to bring over 
three women, and you can try to guess which one I want to marry." 

His mother agreed, so the next day he brought three beautiful women 
to the house and sat them down for a chat. Afterward, he asked, "Which 
one am I going to marry?" 

"I know it's the redhead," his mother immediately replied. 

Stunned the young man said, "That's amazing. How did you know? 

She answered, "Because I can't stand her." 

Did you hear about the blind hooker? 

You have to hand it to her. 


Regular marriage and gay marriage are like bikini tops and bras. They're 
exactly the same thing, but only one is taboo in public. 

What's the difference between a cocktail waitress who works in a strip 
club and an actual stripper? 

About two weeks. 

G iris are like roads: The more curves they have, the more dangerous 
they are. 

I hear you're dating a little person." A man said to his brother. 

"Oh yes," the brother replied. "I'm just nuts over her." 

/\ woman walked into a drugstore and asked the pharmacist if the store 
carried extra large condoms. 

"Yes, we do," he said. "Would you like to buy some?" 

"No," she replied. "But do you mind if I wait around until someone 
does?" 

/\ guy called a law office and said, "I want to talk to my lawyer." 

The receptionist replied, "I'm sorry, but he died last week." 

The next day he phoned again and asked the same question. The 
receptionist replied, "I told you yesterday, he died last week." 

The next day the guy called again asked to speak to his lawyer. The 
receptionist was getting a little annoyed and said, "I keep telling you, your 
lawyer died last week. Why do you keep calling?" 

The guy said, "Because I just love hearing your reply." 


Pavlov was sitting in a bar when the phone rang. "Damn," he said, I 
forgot to feed the dog." 

I scared the crap out of my sister and her friends last night," a teenager 
told his friend. "I walked in on them at a slumber party masturbating." 
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A candid conversation with 
the original genius behind 



A t 91 Stan Lee is what you might call a superhero emeritus. His epic 
adventures are mostly behind him and his powers are on the wane. 
(He can't hear or see so well, and a pacemaker regulates his heart.) 

But the comic-book writer who dreamed up -Spider-Man, the X-Men, 
the Hulk, Iron Man and the Fantastic Four still works five days a week, 
travels wherever convention geeks gather and tops each autograph 
with his trademark"Excelsior!" 

The son of poor Jewish immigrants from Romania, Stanley Martin Lieber (he 
later shortened it legally) never became the novelist he aspired to be while growing 
up on New York's Upper West Side. But fantasizing about radioactive arachnids, 
magnetic force fields and vixens such as Black Widow gave him a great living and a 
legacy that will outlive us all. 

In 1939 Lee's uncle helped get him an assistant's job at Timely Comics, a 
company the boss, Martin Goodman (a relative of Lee's), later renamed Marvel. 
Showing early promise providing text for Captain America, Lee was installed as a 
Marvel editor at the age of 18, an "interim"gig he ended up keeping until 1972. 
For much of that time Lee plodded away in the Marvel writers'bullpen to the 
point of burnout. Only after his wife, Joan, a British former model, pushed him to 
create characters "the way you've always wanted to" did Lee's career take off. 

Between 1961 and 1965, in one of pop culture's most remarkable creative 
bursts, Lee, working with freelance artists including Jack Kirby and Steve Ditko, 
created the key characters in what became known as the Marvel Revolution. 
(Kirby's estate would later sue for pieces of that action.) Superheroes were no 
longer two-dimensional goody-goodies but quirky, angst-ridden and flawed. The 
Fantastic Four bickered. The Hulk and the X-Men struggled with their alter egos. 
Even Spider-Man, a character who came to Lee—or so the story goes—as he 
observed a fly walking up a wall, was a wreck inside. 

Today Lee's creations are enjoying their widest audiences ever. After declaring 
bankruptcy in 1996, Marvel powered back with blockbuster movies, digital 
entertainment and, yes, more comic books. Disney acquired the company for $4.2 
billion in 2009, though, surprisingly, Lee didn't see a dime of that. By then he had 
formed his own company, POW! Entertainment. But he will always be Mr. Marvel. 

Contributing Editor David Hochman, who last interviewed Sean Hannity, spent 
a couple of days with Lee at his Beverly Hills offices. "Stan has the sandpaper 
growl of a bygone era, but he's remarkably sharp, plugged in and quick with a 
comeback. We should all be as cool as Stan Lee at his age." 


LEE: So PLAYBOY wants to know all about my sex life? 

PLAYBOY: If that's where you would like to begin. 

LEE: It's interesting. Years and years ago the magazine was considering doing one 
of these interviews with me, but I guess it wasn't the time. One of your editors 
said, "We know Stan Lee. We love Stan Lee. Stan Lee is a friend of Hef's. But 
Spider-Man is more famous than Stan is." Does this mean I'm finally bigger than 
Spider-Man? 

PLAYBOY: The case can certainly be made. The characters you created decades 
ago dominate pop culture. Iron Man 3 was the highest-grossing film in 2013. 
Marvel's The Avengers was 2012's biggest. X-Men: Days of Future Past could easily 
rule 2014. Not to mention TV, publishing, merchandising and gaming. How do you 
account for the continued success of these vintage superheroes? 

LEE: It's because I wrote them so magnificently, don't you think? Actually, I have a 
theory. May we become philosophical? 

PLAYBOY: Please. 

LEE: It's an extension of the fairy tales we read as kids. Or the monster stories or 
stories about witches and sorcerers. You get a little older and you can't bother 
with fairy tales and monster stories anymore, but I don't think you ever outgrow 
your love for things that are fantastic, that are bigger than you are—the giants or 
the creatures from other planets or people with superpowers who can do things 
you can't. 

The added appeal of so many of these characters is that they were extraordinary 
but ordinary at the same time. That made them relatable. The Fantastic Four had 
unusual powers, but they were also a kind of family with foibles. Mr. Fantastic, 
for instance, could be a real bore. And Spider-Man was like a lot of teenage 
boys—confused, troubled. He had problems trying to make his way in the world 
and coping with being a superhero. The Thing and the Hulk were disoriented 
monsters—monstrous freaks, as it were—which gave them a certain amount 
of pathos. The X-Men were magnificent misfits. Then you had Daredevil, who 
was blind but could do things better than most sighted people. I did not create 
Captain America, but I attempted to make him more than just a strongman who 
fought the bad guys. I tried to give him a personality and his own fears and hang¬ 
ups and frustrations. Or how about Doctor Strange? I love that guy, a surgeon 
whose hands get shattered in an accident. He has to struggle to find his way and 
eventually learns magic in the ancient mystical tradition. He becomes the most 
powerful magician the cosmos has ever known. They haven't made a Doctor 
Strange movie yet, but they will. 

So you see, comic books to me are fairy tales for grown-ups. Iron Man, the 
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Avengers, Spider-Man and all the rest are popular 
for the same reason "Jack and the Beanstalk" is 
still popular after a million years. They're good 
stories about characters that are like us but also 
larger than us. That's the end of my philosophy 
lesson. It should be carved in stone. 

PLAYBOY: From a creative standpoint, what 
were you experiencing during that intense 
period from 1961 to 1965 when you wrote The 
Fantastic Four, The Amazing Spider-Man, The 
Avengers—which -included the characters Thor, 
the Hulk, Iron Man and Loki—Daredevil and The 
X-Men, among others? 

LEE: To be honest, I could have done it earlier; I 
could have done it later. It was only because my 
boss asked me to do it. For instance, after I had 
done Fantastic Four, Martin, my publisher, said, 
"Give me another bunch of heroes." He also 
wasn't thrilled that our competition, DC Comics, 
had the Justice League. So I did what I knew how 
to do. I created another group of characters. 

First I had to come up with an origin. How 
does this group get their superpowers? Well, 
the Fantastic Four had been clobbered by 
cosmic rays. The Hulk was hit with gamma rays. 
Incidentally, I had no idea what cosmic rays or 
gamma rays were, but they sounded good. And 
they were the only rays I knew. I had run out of 
rays, so what the hell was I going to do for this 
new group? I took the cowardly way out and 


said they were born that way; they're mutants. 

In fact I called them the Mutants. Martin hated 
the name, so we changed it to the X-Men. At a 
certain point we had every variety of superhero 
with every possible origin tale and power. 
PLAYBOY: Yet somehow they all lived in New 
York City. 

LEE: Oh, that was convenient for me since I lived 
there myself. To me, these characters existed 
only if I could picture them around town. Tony 
Stark, Iron Man, for example, was very wealthy 
and lived in a mansion on Central Park. The 
Fantastic Four lived in the Baxter Building, which 
was farther downtown. They could then guest 
star in one another's books. One day I wrote a 
story in which Spider-Man, who lived in Forest 
Hills, Queens, decides he's not making enough 
money being a superhero and thinks maybe he'll 
join the Fantastic Four. There might be a buck 
in it for him. So he goes to the Fantastic Four 
headquarters and swings into the window. He 
says, "I want to join you guys." They say, "We're 
not looking for anybody." So he doesn't join 
them. 

I had fun with all these characters because I 
literally knew where they lived, as well as what 
their personalities were. All that was left for me 
to do was make up the villains, which was even 
more fun than making up the heroes. Until I 
ran out of animal names, I was okay. There was 


the Lizard, the Scorpion, Doctor Octopus, the 
Vulture, the Rhino. 

PLAYBOY: It sounds like fun, but the pressure 
must have been intense. By 1968 Marvel was 
putting out 50 million comic books a year. 

LEE: Pressure is not the word. I was always on 
the precipice. If anything went wrong, I'd fall. 

You see, I was not only the head writer but I was 
also the editor. It was my responsibility to make 
sure the books were sent to the printer on time. 

If we ever missed a printing date, we had to pay 
for that printing time anyway, which would be 
thousands of dollars. 

Some months we were doing 40, 50 books. 
And not only superheroes. You had all those 
other types too—My -Romance, Her Romance, 
Their -Romance. My publisher loved Westerns 
with the word kid in them, so I had Two-Gun Kid, 
Texas Kid, Rawhide Kid, every other kind of kid. 

In those days I was just grinding out stuff. 
PLAYBOY: What's your role at Marvel today? 

LEE: Mostly I'm just a pretty face they keep for 
the public. My entire career, I treated Marvel 
like one big ad campaign, with slogans like 
"Make mine Marvel," "Welcome to the Marvel 
age of comics" and so forth. After a while, I 
became Marvel's ambassador to the world. I've 
lectured in every city in the country probably 
two or three times. I've been to China, Europe, 
Japan, Australia and every place in between. 
Today, my main focus is my own company, POW! 
Entertainment, which stands for Purveyors of 
Wonder, and we have projects we're doing 
independent of Marvel. We have a television 
movie, another movie we're doing with 
partners in China, as well as one in India. We're 
doing a line of children's books and Stan Lee's 
Superhumans series on the web. 

I have no standing at Marvel where I decide 
what projects get made or who gets hired, 
and certainly none at Disney, which now owns 
Marvel. I'm a guy they hire as a writer or 
producer and also to go to conventions and do 
things like that. 

PLAYBOY: Just to be clear, you don't own any 
rights to the characters you created. 

LEE: I never did. I was always a Marvel employee, 
a writer for hire and, later, part of management. 
My role at Marvel is strictly honorary. Marvel 
always owned the rights to these characters. If I 
owned them, I probably wouldn't be talking to 
you now. 

PLAYBOY: Disney paid more than $4 billion for 
Marvel a few years ago. Did you at least get a 
Tony Stark-like helicopter in the deal? 

LEE: I'll tell you something that just happened. 
My daughter was looking at the internet 
the other day and read that Stan Lee has 
an estimated $250 million. I mean, that's 
ridiculous! I don't have $200 million. I don't 
have $150 million. I don't have $100 million or 
anywhere near that. 

PLAYBOY: Don't you think you should? 

LEE: No. 

PLAYBOY: George Lucas created fewer 
characters but could buy a country now if he 
wanted. 

LEE: Yeah, but George Lucas did it all by himself. 
He came up with the ideas. He produced the 
movies. He wrote and directed them and held 
the rights to the merchandising. It was all his. In 
my case I worked for the publisher. If the books 
didn't sell, the publisher went broke—and a lot 
of publishers did go broke. Marvel took a gamble 
doing what it did. The artist and writer took a 
gamble hitching up with the publisher by hoping 
the books would sell. 
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You have to understand that growing 
up during the Depression, I saw my parents 
struggling to pay the rent. My father was always 
unemployed, and when he did have a job, he 
was a dress cutter. Not very much money there. 

I was happy enough to get a nice paycheck and 
be treated well. I always got the highest rate; 
whatever Martin paid another writer, I got at 
least that much. It was a very good job. I was 
able to buy a house on Long Island. I never 
dreamed I should have $100 million or $250 
million or whatever that crazy number is. All I 
know is I created a lot of characters and enjoyed 
the work I did. 

PLAYBOY: One of the greatest Marvel characters 
has been Stan Lee. You appeared in the comic 
strips, in a column called Stan's Soapbox and in 
-Hitchcock-like cameos in the Marvel movies. 

LEE: I even played one character modeled after 
Hef, in Iron Man. They were all fun to do. The 
one I got the biggest kick out of was probably in 
the Fantastic Four movie when I wasn't invited to 
the wedding of Sue and Reed, and they wouldn't 
let me in. I said, "But I'm Stan Lee," and the 
security guy pushes me aside. 

PLAYBOY: Where does the comic-book Stan Lee 
end and the real you begin? 

LEE: Honestly, what you see is the real me, 
particularly if what you see is a wonderful, 
adorable, interesting, exciting kind of guy. Then, 
boy, they've got me pegged. Please say he said 
that with a laugh. 

PLAYBOY: Kidding aside, one issue dogs you and 
affects your legacy—the perception that you get 
too much credit for characters you created with 
artists such as Jack Kirby and Steve Ditko. You 
have gone out of your way to acknowledge their 
contributions and authorship, but the controversy 
lingers. Can anything be done to settle the 
situation and do right by these guys once and 
for all? 

LEE: I don't know what you mean by doing right 
by them. I always tried to show them in the most 
favorable light, even in the credits. There was 
never a time when it just said "by Stan Lee." It 
was always "by Stan Lee and Steve Ditko" or 
"by Stan Lee and Jack Kirby." I made sure their 
names were always as big as mine. 

As far as what they were paid, I had nothing 
to do with that. They were hired as freelance 
artists, and they worked as freelance artists. At 
some point they apparently felt they should be 
getting more money. Fine, it was up to them to 
talk to the publisher. It had nothing to do with 
me. I would have liked to have gotten more 
money too. I never made an issue of it. I got paid 
per page for what I wrote, the same rate as the 
other -writers—maybe a dollar a page more. 

If you ask me, should they have been paid 
more? Then you have to say, shouldn't John 
Romita have been paid more? Shouldn't Gil Kane 
have been paid more? Shouldn't John Buscema 
have? They were all great Marvel artists. In other 
words, if somebody draws a strip and it becomes 
successful, do you go back? I don't know. That's 
the reason I've never been a businessman and 
never want to be a businessman. I don't know 
how to deal with those things. 

PLAYBOY: You were part of Marvel management 
for many years. 

LEE: That's true. And twice, not once, I offered 
a job to Jack Kirby. I said to him, "Jack, why 
don't you work for Marvel with me?" I was the 
art director at the time. I said, "You be the art 
director. I'll just be the editor and head writer, 
and you'll have that security." He wouldn't do 
it. He didn't want to. I would have loved him to 


work side by side with me. I used to marvel at 
the way Jack drew. He would draw something 
as if it had appeared in his mind and he was just 
tracing what he had thought of already. I never 
saw a man draw as quickly as Jack did. "Come 
work with me, Jack," I said. But he said no. He 
didn't want a staff job. With him, as with Ditko, I 
don't see where they were unfairly treated. 
PLAYBOY: Kirby died in 1994. Do you remember 
the last time you saw him? 

LEE: I'll tell you, the last thing Jack -Kirby said to 
me was very strange. I met him at a comic-book 
convention right before the end. He wasn't that 
well. He walked over and said, "Stan, you have 
nothing to reproach yourself about." He knew 
people were saying things about me, and he 
wanted to let me know I hadn't done anything 
wrong in his eyes. I think he realized it. Then he 
walked away. I went to his funeral, by the way. 
PLAYBOY: What was that like? 

LEE: Well, it was terrible. I mean, he shouldn't 
have died so young. [Editor's note: Kirby died 
at 76.] I stayed in the back row because I didn't 
want anybody to see me. It was Jack's funeral. 
His wife, Roz, saw me. She knew I was there. 
Then I left, and that was it. Jack was a great guy 
and so is Steve. I'm -sorry anybody feels there's 
any acrimony. I loved them both. 

PLAYBOY: Steve Ditko is in his 80s now but 
hasn't made a public appearance in decades. 

Have you talked to him? 

LEE: I met him maybe 10 years ago. I was at 
the Marvel office. We talked for a while, very 
friendly. I said it would be great if we could do 


something together again. I would have liked 
that. I never knew why he quit in the first place. 

It might have had to do with the fact that I was 
trying to tell him how to do the stories. With the 
Green Goblin we didn't know who the character 
really was. I wanted him to turn out to be Harry 
Osborn's father. Ditko said, "No, I don't want it 
to be. It should be somebody we don't know." 

So I said, "Steve, the readers have been following 
the series for the longest time, waiting to find 
out who he is. If it's somebody they've never 
seen they'll be frustrated." Anyway, I couldn't 
convince him and he certainly couldn't convince 
me, so that might have been what drove him 
away. But he never told me and we don't see 
each other anymore. 

PLAYBOY: On another note, a company known 
as Stan Lee Media recently sued Disney for $5 
billion, claiming it was owed the rights to your 
characters. This must be irritating. 

LEE: It is incredibly irritating, because people 
think it's me. I did have a company called Stan 
Lee Media, but it went belly-up. The fellow 
running it is now in jail. It was an unfortunate 
situation. For some reason people have spent 
years and God knows how much money claiming 
I gave Marvel the rights to the characters. Again, 

I never had the rights to the characters. The 
whole thing is based on sand. Unfortunately, I 
can't get them to stop using my name. 

PLAYBOY: Let's shift gears. Ben Affleck got 
mixed reviews a decade ago when he played 

Continue to page 100 






BATHING 

BEAUTIES 


THE PLAYBOY GUIDE TO 
SENSUAL BATHING. CLEAN 
NEVER FELT SO DIRTY 








GET SALTY 


Science has failed 
to prove that salt 
does anythino- 
to soothe r 
aching muscles, 
vv&'re hopeless 
romantics and still 
Hove the idea of 
approximating the 
feel of floating in 
the ocean. Epsom 
salts are nice, but 
Dead Sea salt is 
our preference- 
the ancient 
Egyptians swore 
by it. Dissolve 
a few cups in a A 
warm bath and 
add a drop or two 
of rose water. 


BREAK OUT 
THE BUBBLES 

Sure, you could^ 
fill a bathtub with 
champagne, but 
we'd rather sip it 
to set the mood. 
We're happy to 
report they still 
make Mr. Bubble. 
Draw a classic 
bubble bath for 
your girl: It's a 
relaxing prelude 
to the evening. 
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WORK BLUE 


A mud mask is a beauty 
treatment the lady in 
your life is probably doing 
without you. You might 
as well get in on the fun 
and help smooth it over 
her skin. The silica in a 
blue mud mask produces 
the silkiest skin. To make 
the most of it, don't stop 
at the face. 
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HONEY, DO 

Before lotion was invented, 
there was honey. Its natural 
emolient properties moisturize 
and make skin supple. Use 
organic honey if possible- 
unlike lotion, honey is edible. 










PLAY 

CLEOPATRA 


HOW TO MAKE 
A MILK BATH 


The lactic acid in milk is a 
natural exfoliant. Cleopatra, 
a woman of great power 
and appetites, famously kept 
her skin glowing by taking 
milk baths. Premix your own 
powdered milk bath blend so 
you can use it on a whim. 


Drawing a bath is a simple indulgence your woman will appreciate. Combine 
two cups powdered milk, one cup Epsom salts and one cup sea salt in a large 
bowl and mix well. Store in an airtight jar. When it's bath time, scoop a cup 
of the mixture and dissolve under warm running water. Then add a few drops 
of lavender, rose or eucalyptus oil. 


GET THE ONES THAT GOT AWAY AND TAKE THEM ANYWHERE WITH YOU. 



Now available for android and ios devices through buqo. 



COMPLETE YOUR PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES COLLECTION 
THROUGH bucjo MAKE ROOM ON YOUR TABLET 
AND THERE WILL NEVER BE ROOM FOR BOREDOM 

DOWNLOADB NOW! 


Get it on 

Google play 


I 


Download on the 

App Store 
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REVOLUTION 


BETWEEN THE BOMBS AND THE GUNFIRE, 
A MUSIC WAR IS BEING WAGED IN SYRIA. 
UNDERGROUND RADIO STATION FRESH FM 
LIVED ON THE FRONT LINES UNTIL THE 
REAL WAR SHOWED UP AT ITS DOOR 




















If he draws a blank for the S:3G a.m. musk 
block, Osama al-Salloum plays Fairuz, If he could 
play only one voice on Radio Fresh FM all day, it 
would be Fairuz. To Salloum, the singers songs 
tie all Syrians together, especially now, as war 
tears their country apart. Fairuz—regal, softly 
lit, draped in a shimmering gown—is a 78-year- 
old musical power who transcends everything. 
Not secular or sectarian. Not rebel or regime. 

Not Sunni or Alawite. Her songs lull -Salloum 
into a state of peace, something he wants 
for all Syrians, and he loves to picture that 
feeling flowing up from his tiny underground 
radio station, through the FM radio waves 
and mingling with -strangers passing on the 
sidewalk. 

"Fairuz strips us of anger," Salloum says 
"She will bring you down, and you will be free." 

A desire for freedom—particularly freedom 
of speech—and connection to the world 
beyond Syria motivated the Syrian uprising 
in the spring of 2011 and inspired Salloum 
to launch Fresh FM two years later. The radio 
station is Salloum's nonprofit, peacenik attempt 
to help topple embattled President Bashar al- 


1. A STAFFER WORKS ON A SOUND-ENGINEERING PROGRAM IN f HE RA0I0 
FRESH FH OFFICES. 2. BOOTS, SHOES AND LIVE MORTAR SHELLS LINE 
THE WALL OF A REBEL COMPOUND IN RURAL SYRIA. 3. A BOY RIDES PAST 
A BUILDING DESTROYED IN AN AIR STRIKE IN THE VILLAGE CENTER OF 
KAFRANBEL, SYRIA 


Assad's regime. Peacenik because Salloum, 
a 29-year-old petroleum engineer, refuses to 
pick up a weapon. There is no way, he reasons, 
that the social changes he demonstrated for 
under gunfire in 2011 will come about through 
violence. (One night, someone handed Salloum 
a pistol. "I felt power in my hand," he says, "1 
could kill a man and no one would ask why. A 
man should not have this power,") 

And because one night, when the revolution 
was budding, he heard Fairuz and had a vision 
of a free Syria, a vision that he holds on to 
nearly three years later, a vision that connects 
Salloum to the armed rebels in the northern 
provinces. His school chums and soccer buddies, 
some now missing limbs but still alive, singing to 
themselves through the long nights, shooting, 
shivering and shooting in turns. Musk in their 
brains, just like his. It had been this way since 


the beginning, when everyone gathered with 
protest signs in the village square in -Kafranbel, 
Salloum's hometown. They sang revolution 
songs together. When regime soldiers opened 
fire, they sang louder. 

But Salloum is not a fighter. "I am a coward," 
he says unblinkingly when asked to explain the 
difference between his attitude and the warrior- 
martyr mentality of his village brothers on the 
front line. The ones with faces masked by black 
kaffiyehs, with commanders who ask, "Are you 
ready to die?" 

"Altah-hu Akbar ," they respond—"God is 
great." They mean God is greater than they are, 
than bullets, than death, than this world that is 
only a trial before paradise. Salloum shakes his 
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4 A CROUP OF ROUGHLY IDO ARMED REBEL FIGHTERS GATHER IN A FIELD ON THE 
OUTSKIRTS DF SYRIA’S HAM A PROVINCE TO COMPARE WEAPONS AND DISCUSS 
WAYS TO ENSURE SAFE PASSAGE FOR AID WORKERS. 5 FRESH FM WORKERS HANG 
OUT IN THE STATION'S NEWSROOM IN DECEMBER. DAYS BEFORE ARMED MILITANTS 
RAIDED THE OFFICE, KIDNAPPING STAFFERS AND STEALING EQUIPMENT G. DSAMA 
AL- SALLOUM, FRESH FM CO-FOUNDER. SMOKES IN A SAFE HOUSE IN REYHANU, 
TURKEY 7. A MASKED REBEL CARRIES A HOMEMADE ROCKET THROUGH A FIELD IN 
HAMA PROVINCE. 


head. "I would rather die myself than kill/ he 
says. No, he is bound to them only by music. 

He lives in a mental space beyond Arab pride 
and checkpoints and firefights, where speech is 
already free, someplace far, far away 
For now, Salloum is living an exile. It is 
December, and he is sitting cross-legged on a 
purple mat in Reyhanli, a ramshackle border 
town in Turkey's southernmost limits. He fidgets 
in his bulky winter coat; in his left hand is a 
cigarette smoked well into the filter. Piles of 
shoes, stacked suitcases, folding chairs and a 
mound of sweaty blankets surround him, all 
of it the accumulated evidence of aid workers, 
journalists and fighters who rested for a day or 
two on the scuffed marble floor before jumping 


THE REGIME DOESN’T 
TAKE CRITICISM; IT 
TAKES PEOPLE AWAY, 
SALLOUM THOUGHT. 

HE LEANED IN TOWARD 
THE MICROPHONE. 


the border back to Syria and civil war. Behind a 
swirl of cigarette smoke, consternation creases 
Salloum J s face. 

He doesn't feel like being photographed. 

It took 30 months of air strikes and weeks of 
wrestling with the shame of leaving to push him 
to this safe house in Reyhanli. Salloum needed 
a place outside the kilt zone, and this building 
in Turkey, just a few kilometers from the Syrian 
border, is dose enough that he can drop by his 
bombed-out home and his beloved radio station 
in Kafranbel. 

The camera ready, I ask him to relax his face. 
He refuses. 

"I want it 

Continue to page 7 03 
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Q1 

Every superhero has his or her own 
origin story. What is Pat Loika's 'origin 
story'? 

I got tired of seeing people crap on things 
that I enjoy, and so I decided to take it upon 
myself to be a voice of positivity in the geek 
world. 

<32 

How did your love for comic books start? 

I was handed a copy of Transformers #3. It 
had Spider-Man fighting Megatron on the 
cover. It was such an unforgettable image, 
and something I thought I could only see 
on a comic page. That was my first comic... 
however, I truly fell in love with comics as a 
storytelling medium when I read The Infinity 
Gauntlet by Starlin, Perez, and Lim. Since 
then, I couldn't get enough of it. 



And Loikamania? 

Loikamania was born because I got tired of 
listening to podcasts where the hosts all got 
together to complain about comics. I was 
sick of people who kept focusing on what 
they thought was wrong with the business, 
and there's not enough shows offering an 
alternative. I plan to continue spreading the 
good word about comic books, talk to more 
amazing creators, and have fun. Nothing else 
matters, really. As long as the show remains 
fun to do, it'll continue to exist. 


QM- 

What's it like, talking to your real life 
heroes, comic book writers and artists 
like Brian Michael Bendis, Ed Brubaker, 
Jerome Opena, Dustin Nguyen? 

There are times where I think that I'm 
dreaming this all up, but that's not the 
case. It's real, and it's amazing. It's amazing 
because these guys are taking time out of 
their really busy schedules to talk to me and 
indulge my questions. It's a great honor to 
have these people on, talking about their life 


experiences, and their process. It amazes me 
that I can even hold conversations with these 
guys who are much more talented, and way 
smarter than I am. [laughs] 


<35 

Is there someone who you consider to be 
a bigger geek than you are? 

I can think of a few, I have it on good 
authority that Brian Bendis is a bigger geek 
than I am. [laughs] 

<36 

How was it like working alongside 
industry big names, such as Joshua 
Fialkov (DC's I, Vampire, Marvel's 
Ultimate Comics: Ultimate, Tumor), Ivan 
Brandon (DC's Final Crisis Aftermath: 
Escape, Marvel's Secret Invasion) and 
writing a short story for the Image 
Comics anthology book. Outlaw 
Territory? 

It was really cool to be a part of that book. 

I got to work with Jose Holder, an amazing 
artist who has worked on films and is making 
a name for himself in comics. There's a little 
bit of pressure to produce something good, 
knowing who's going to be in the book with 
me. I think I did well. 

<37 

What other creative projects are you 
working on right now? 

I'm working on a new comic called 'Go East' 
with a really talented artist named Megan 
Porch. It's a post-apocalypse road trip. It 
should be debuting later this year or early 
next year. 

<38 

Before migrating to the US, you were 
born and raised here in the Philippines. 
Do you still remember how the comic 
book scene here was like during that 
time? 

I remember the comics scene as I left the 


country. Alamat was just about to launch 
with comics like Mere Mortals. Whilce 
Portacio finally released Wetworks through 
Image. It was an exciting time. Guys like 
Whilce really filled me with hope that I can 
achieve my dream of making comics. 

Qq 

What do you remember about the 
Philippines? 


The country itself was sort of a blur, since I 
was very much dealing with being in high 
school. I was all about going to Megamall 
and playing Street Fighter 2 and all that, 
[laughs] 



Brian Michael Bendis, renowned comic 
book writer, once said, "Don't hide who 
you are and don't let people shame 
you... Like what you like. Enjoy what 
you enjoy. Be Pat Loika." How do you 
feel about being labeled as the biggest 
geek/fan in the industry? 


I try not to think about it too much, and 
I refuse to let it get to my head. It's not a 
competition, after all. I'm flattered that 
people look at me that way, and I'm thankful 
for the recognition...the real stars are the 
creators who make this medium great. I'm 
just happy to be their biggest and loudest 
cheerleader. 

<311 

Favorite comic book character of all 
time? Why? 

I have a few. Thanos, for example, is a 
great character. While being an alien death- 
worshipper can be somewhat unrelatable, 
in his core, he's just a guy who's struggling 
to win the heart of a woman he can't get. 

He does terrible, unspeakable things in the 
name of love...which is a very human thing. 

<312 

If you have a superpower, what would 
it be? 


I love traveling, so I'd love to be able to 
teleport, like Nightcrawler. Telepathy would 
be awesome as well. 
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Q13 

Hardest part about being a geek? 

I don't see any downsides, really. It's all fun, 
or at least, it should always be. Thankfully 
there's a lot of good stuff out there to keep 
things exciting. 

<314 

Just how long is your pull list and how 
much does it set you back? 


she look amazing, but she nailed Emma's 
mannerisms when she posed for photos. 
Absolutely flawless. 

<318 

How many times have you had cameos 
in various comic books? 

I would say about a dozen times now, with 
either a physical cameo or a name drop. 

My favorite one would be the one from last 
year's Uncanny X-Men #15, where I show up 
in an X-comic. 


<313 

What comic book would you suggest to 
avid readers of PLAYBOY? 

Playboy readers should read FATALE and 
CRIMINAL by Ed Brubaker and Sean Phillips, 
or SEX CRIMINALS by Matt Fraction and Chip 
Zdarsky. 

020 

First memory of PLAYBOY? 


Umm...it's long. And expensive. And 
absolutely worth it. 

Q1S 

What remains to be your most elusive 
dream? 

I would love to see my name on the credits 
box [as a writer] for an X-Men or Avengers 
comic.. .even if it's just for an issue, really. 

Q1G 

Geeks as we know it has turned from 
being a niche audience to a major 
demographic for the entertainment and 
movie industries. What do you think 
happened throughout the years? 

I think people stopped worrying about what 
other people thought of their fandom. More 
and more of us just decided to show the 
world that we love this stuff. We love comic 
books. We love our TV shows and cartoons. 

I mean, Hollywood started discovering all 
these awesome stuff we've been in love with 
for so long, and they realized that this is 
really damn cool. 

<317 

The sexiest, most unforgettable cosplay 
you've seen in comic cons? 

If you know me, you know that I love Emma 
Frost, the White Queen from the X-Men 
comics. So I pay attention whenever I see 
someone dress as her. Meredith Placko did 
a really stunning version of her. Not only did 





I'M WOPKINS ON 
A NEW COMIC CALLED 
'GO BAST' WITH A PEALLY 
TALENTED APTIST NAMED 
MESAN POPCH. IT'S A POST- 
APOCALYPSE POAD TPIR IT 
SHOULD BE DEBUTINS LATEP 
THIS YEAP OP EAPLY 
NEXT YEAP. 


It was while I was in high school. A classmate 
brought one of the Jenny McCarthy issues 
to school, and I just remembered spending 
our lunch break looking through it...until a 
teacher confiscated it. 















ith her gentle face and 
voluptuous body, Gen Gabriel is 
ready for her searing debut as 
our July Asian Beauty. As a full- 
time events model by profession, 
this lady has acquired quite a 
\J\J sizable fan-base in social media. 
Though she started out as a PLAYBOY 
Bunny during our events last year, she 
never really pursued modeling for us. Until 
now, that is. 

"I still remember the first time I wore 
the Bunny suit and attended a PLAYBOY 
event. It was a surreal experience to be 
part of a luxurious and world-class party. 
I've been a part of the PLAYBOY family for 
quite some time now and l r m finally ready 
to take the next step. Though I never 
really posed nude before, I feel that doing 
it for PLAYBOY is the only way of doing it 
right," she explained. 

While some might think that being a 
model is all fun and games, it definitely 
isn't just about late-night parties and 
infinite drinks from random admirers in 
bars. "Being a model is a profession that 
has its own challenges. I model in events 
because I can make more as a freelance 
model than as a regular employee. I've 
made certain sacrifices and defined 
priorities as a breadwinner for my family. 
Everything I do, I do for my family," she 
humbly shared. 

One thing you probably need to know 
about Asian Beauty Gen is that she has 
a soft spot for animals. In particular, 
she is a cat person who loves her feline 
darlings. "I have three strays and a 
Siamese cat 1 love cats because they 
are very independent. They have this 
distinct appeal kahit hindi sifa maiambing. 
Napaka-mysterious nils," she said. As 
such, if you want to approach her, you'll 
probably do good by showing your 
gentle, mild-mannered side instead of 
being confident and straightforward. 

"For now, I want to focus on modeling 
habang kaya ko pa and marami pang 
clients. I know na temporary lang naman 
ito at kailangan kong paghandaan yung 
future ko," she concluded. □ 
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THE MAGNITUDE THAT WAS ARMIN ONLY INTENSE 


MANILA, MAY 30™ - WITH TICKETS AT HAND, ANTICIPATION WAS HIGH AS THE GATES 
OF THE MALL OF ASIA ARENA IN PASAY CITY STARTED TO SWARM WITH PEOPLE - FROM 
STUDENTS, YOUNG PROFESSIONALS, CELEBRITIES, FASHIONISTAS, MUSIC LOVERS, MEDIA AND 
SOCIALITES, ALL OF WHOM WERE BROUGHT TOGETHER BY ONE MAIN PURPOSE - TO WITNESS 
THE INTENSITY THAT GRAMMY-NOMINATED, 5-TIME #1 DJ OF THE WORLD ARMIN VAN BUUREN 
WAS ALL ABOUT. BASED ON CREDENTIALS UNDER HIS BELT ALONE AND BEING IN THE INDUSTRY 
FOR SOMETIME NOW, ITS NO QUESTION THAT VAN BUUREN WOULD BRING IN A SHOW BUT 
LITTLE DID PEOPLE KNOW THAT THEY WERE IN FOR ONE MONSTROUS AND UNEXPECTED 
SEVEN-HOUR RIDE. 


ARMIN ONLY INTENSE HAS MADE THE ROUNDS ALL OVER THE WORLD AND ITS CONCERT IN 
THE MOA ARENA THAT FRIDAY HAS YET TO BE RIVALED. HE UNDENIABLY SET THE STANDARD IN 
DISHING OUT UNRELENTING VISUALS, TASTEFUL MUSIC AND UNEQUALED ENERGY. STILL, AFTER 
NEARLY TWO DECADES OF DJING AND AMID THE THEATRICS SURROUNDING HIM ON TOUR, IT 
IS UNDENIABLE THAT VAN BUUREN TAKES PLEASURE IN THE MOST FUNDAMENTAL ASPECTS OF 
HIS JOB - SHARING MUSIC WITH HIS FANS, DOING WHAT HE LOVES AND DOES BEST, SHOWING 
EVERYONE THAT NO GENRE CAN BE BOXED, THAT MUSIC HAS NO LIMITS AND THAT IT IS 
ALWAYS VITAL TO GIVE YOUR 100% AND TO MAINTAIN, IF NOT HEIGHTEN THE INTENSITY EVERY 
SINGLE TIME. 


THE SUPERSTAR DJ/PRODUCER UTERALLY STARTS DJING IN AN ENCLOSED BUBBLE ON 
THE STAGE BEFORE EMERGING, SURROUNDED BY MUSICIANS, DANCERS, VOCALISTS AND 
ACROBATS. AT THE END OF THE NIGHT, THE DJ ENDS UP ON THE MIDDLE OF THE DANCEFLOOR 
FOR A CLOSING SET-LIKE RAVE, SURROUNDED BY THE AUDIENCE 

THE “ONLY” PART OFTHE ARMIN ONLY INTENSE SHOW REFERS TO THE FACT THAT VAN 
BUUREN WAS THE ONLY DJ PERFORMING DURING THE SEVEN-HOUR PERFORMANCE - NO 
OPENERS, NO CLOSERS - BUT WITH A CAST OF SUPPORTING AND COLLABORATIVE ARTISTS OF 
DIFFERENT GENRES; HE’S HARDLY ALONE ON STAGE BUT ONE WITH EVERYONE IN THE ARENA. 

THE CLASSINESS OF HIS SET CAN NOT BE DENIED AS EVERY TRACK HAS A STORY TO TELL 
WITH ITS OWN BREATHTAKING VISUALS AND UGHTS - HE MAKES SURE THAT HE TAKES YOU 
WITH HIM ON A JOURNEY, WHEREVER IT MAY LEAD TO. MOST TIMES, IF NOT EVERY TIME, IT 
LEADS EVERYONE TO PURE, UNADULTERATED EMOTION. 

IN AN UNUSUAL CONFIGURATION. ARMIN ONLY INTENSE WAS DESIGNED BOTH AS A LIVE 
SHOW AND A SPONTANEOUS DJ SET. VAN BUUREN S TRACK SELECTION WAS BASED ON 
THE RESPONSE OFTHE CROWD, NOT A PREDETERMINED SETUST, WHICH MEANS THOSE 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THE LIGHTING AND OTHER STAGE CUES HAVE TO PAY CLOSE ATTENTION TO 
WHAT HE’S DOING THROUGHOUT THE NIGHT. 

THE MOA ARENA WAS IN FOR A TREAT THE MOMENT HE PLAYED “THIS IS WHAT IT FEELS 
LIKE,” THE LEAD SINGLE FROM “INTENSE,” WITH TREVOR GUTHRIE, THE CROWD CAME 
TOGETHER, MORE THAN 8,000+ STRONG, SINGING IN BREATHTAKING UNISON WITH HANDS 
LIFTED TO THE AIR. 


THE ARMIN ONLY INTENSE CONCERT AT THE MOA ARENA SERVED MANILA WITH WORLD- 
CLASS PRODUCTION AND TALENT, WHICH ONLY POSES AS A CHALLENGE TO BEAT, SETTING THE 
STANDARD IN PRODUCING AND SHOWCASING QUALITY AND UNBRIDLED ENTERTAINMENT. 

SPECIAL THANKS TO OUR MAJOR SPONSORS GLOBE TATTOO, SAN MIG LIGHT, GREENWICH, 
BACARDI AND PETROL; OFFICIAL PARTNER VENUE SM MALL OF ASIA ARENA, OFHCIAL 
RESIDENT PARTNER DIAMOND HOTEL; MINOR SPONSORS EASY TAXI, BANCO DE ORO, MAC 
COSMETICS, JAGUAR CARS, INC., THE LUXE BUS, FORD PHILIPPINES, VIAJERO, SKYJET 
AIRLINES, TUGGY’S TRAVELS, LAY-BARE, ODYSSEY MUSIC VIDEO, STOKED, INC.; OFHCIAL MEDIA 
PARTNERS ETC, JACK TV, 2 nd AVENUE, MTV PINOY, LIFESTYLE NETWORK, THE PHILIPPINE STAR, 
BUSINESS WORLD, BUSINESS MIRROR, CLAVEL MAGAZINE, PLAYBOY MAGAZINE, BALIKBAYAN 
MAGAZINE, MABUHAY MAGAZINE, CIRCUIT MAGAZINE, PULP MAGAZINE, UNO MAGAZINE. 

MEDIA MAGNET, FOCAL CAST NETWORK, POWER MULTIMEDIA CORP., NEW MEDIA FACTORY TV, 
INQUIRER.NET, CHOOSEPHIUPPINES.COM, GMA NEWS ONUNE, PEP PH. WHENINMANILA.COM, 
JUICEPH,; OFFICIAL RADIO STATIONS MAGIC 89.9,99.5 PLAY FM, WAVE 89.1, MELLOW 94.7 AND 
ALL BIGHSH BLOGGERS; OFFICIAL PHOTOS BY DANIEL TAN AND JM GONZALES. 

STAY CONNECTED AS BIGFISH INTERNATIONAL DISHES OUT MORE MIND-BLOWING EVENTS 
FOR THE YEAR: INNOVATION WHITE, INNOVATION BLACK, CREAM HALLOWEEN BALL AND THE 
MOST ANTICIPATED OUT-DOOR MUSIC PARTY - EXCEPTION MUSIC FESTIVAL. 

FOR TICKETS & VIP TABLES, CALL THE BIGFISH HOTUNE (02) 808-8080, OR LOG ON TO WWW. 
BIGFISHMANILA.COM. VISIT OUR FACEBOOK PAGE: BIGHSH INTERNATIONAL AND FOLLOW US 
ON TWITTER: ©BIGFISHMANILA. 

WORK HARD, PARTY HARDER! 
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PEOPLE 


Psychologists say people 
collect things for a number 
of reasons. For some, it's 
the thrill of searching 
for that elusive piece 
that can complete their 
collection. For others, it is 
a way to reconnect with a 
certain period in history, 
pop culture, or even to 
their childhood. For our 
featured toy collectors, it 
is a combination of both 
of these. There is pride in 
amassing different types 
of toys and there is also 
the sentimental aspect in 
collecting toys from TV 
shows, cartoons, movies, 
and comics they grew up 
with. After all, nothing 
says Tm a geek' quite like 
having an extensive toy 
collection. 
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OTAKAI FIGURE SOCIETY 


The Otakai Figure Society (OF5) is a group of like-minded individuals 
that collect toys that are Japanese-inspired. Their moniker is derived 
from two words; 'otaku', the Japanese word attached to a person 
passionate about interests particularly in the Japanese culture, anime, 
manga, and toys and from the Filipino word for friend, 'kaibigan'. 
Compared to their more Western brethren, Japanese toys tend to skew 
towards the provocative, particularly with female figurines. Also, unlike 
the bigger,more popular collectors like the aforementioned Marvel and 
Lego groups, the GFS folks look at not just the type of toys but also its 
history, from its trademark to its artist, "These things are important to 
us/ f said Victor Galang, one of the group's administrators. "Authentic 
toys from Japan get a bad rep because people think it's expensive. 

So the way we set up the group, it becomes a form of 'intelligent 
collecting'. " With members just about reaching the 300 mark, quality 
is valued over quantity. Each new release is scrutinized and inspected 
for authenticity. Additionally, unlike the bigger groups, OFS boasts of 
a growing number of female members. "You'd be surprised at the 
number of women that are into collecting Japanese toys. And they're 
usually the ones that grab up the newest releases and any male 
figurines released sell out almost immediately," he added. 
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They say guys never outgrow their childhood, particularly when 
it comes to their toys. Nowhere is this more evident than in the 
growing number of adult fans of everyone's childhood favorite 
Lego blocks. "I actually got interested in it when I was only four 
years old when I was given a set by my grandmother," said Josiah 
Samaniego, events coordinator for PHLUG. "But I stopped playing 
with it for awhile, when I was in college. Then I saw this group 
online, in Multiplypa nga, called Philippine Brixsters and I joined 
because I was happy to see that these were adult collectors. So 
hindi nakakahiya napumasok ka sa store to buy toys napambata." 
You are not alone, Josiah, as what was known as Philippine 
Brixsters turned into a Facebook fan group that began calling 
itself PHLUG, with over 2,000 members already joined in the two 
years that it has been in existence. "Every month we have a build 
challenge or a contest like 'My Own Creations'," he shared, "where 
we encourage members to build something out of their own 
imaginations. For me, I don't collect sets. I would buy them and 
then just take the parts and build something completely different." 





TRANSFORMERS 

COLLECTORS AND CUSTOMIZERS 


Any self-respecting art collector would have an art restorer 
on speed dial. And so would an avid toy collector. But in geek 
speak, it's called 'customizing'. "I used to be a big Transformers 
t qy collector. I mean, I figured early on that it was like a two- 
for-one deal; you get both a car and a robot. Nowadays, I'm 
mostly into customizing," said Mond Ruiz who specializes in 
Transformers toys. "What I do is, the collectors come to me 
with their toys and I make it more movie-accurate or as close 
as I can get it to how it looks in the movie." And unlike other 
toy collectors who prefer to keep their collections in the box, 
Ruiz advocates for playing with it. "Toys are meant to be played 
with," he said, "and this is how you learn kailanganin sirain mo 
siya, tapos buuin mo ulit. Diyan papasok yung pag-customize, 
pag binubutingting mo nayung toy." 
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Iron Man, Thor.Captain America.Spider-Man The Fantastic Four 
The Avengers .The X-Men. These are just some of the names 
associated with the comic book giant, Marvel Worldwide Inc, 

Of course, as of late, these are also the superheroes portrayed 
in bug budget Hollywood films. But for Pinoy Toy Kolektors 
- Marvel Division (PTKMD), these represent just a fraction of 
the toys they like to collect. '1 don't even know how many I 
have at the moment. Nearing a thousand nasiguro," shared 
Ronaldo Moraleta, aka Doc Ronnie, representing PTKMD. '"Why 
Marvel? When I was young, I used to watch them on tefevision, 
cartoons. The Avengers, and my favorite character was Thor. So 
now I collect all things Thor, as well Avengers stuff and Marvel 
Legends." With the group already nearing 2,000 members, it's 
dearly evident that Marvel, be it the comics or the big budget 
films, knows its market very well. 
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TREME 


THE NOIR MASTER TAKES SPORT TO NEW 
HEIGHTS IN THIS EXCLUSIVE SERIAL 


PART 


EXTREME (ADJ.) 

1: GREAT OR INTENSE 

2: NOT REASONABLE 3: FARTHEST OUT 

4: SEVERE 5: SENSATION SEEKING. 

or example: Kurt and Paige hold hands 
and jump off the Royal Gorge Bridge. 

This is great, intense, not reasonable, 
farthest out, severe and (definitely) 
sensation seeking. They plunge through 
the sky together like hawks in love. 
Mile-High Club, bullshit. Try hurtling together through 
the sky at triple digits. Jump out of the plane, launch 
together through the open air, there's a reason they 
call it falling in love. Human beings have only two 
innate fears. Snakes and falling. Both come from our 
days in the trees. 

Kurt and Paige. 

Free-falling in love. 

Adrenaline merge. 

The Arkansas River is just under a thousand feet 
straight down (although Kurt would observe there 
is no such thing as crooked down) and you'd better 
fall straight because the gorge is narrow and if you 
miscalculate by even a little bit you're going to smash 
into its rock walls at 80 miles an hour. 

(Limestone is considered a "soft" rock, but at 80 
miles per hour there is no such thing as a soft rock.) 

Two seconds after Kurt and Paige jump, they throw 
their arms and legs out into a double X shape to open 
the fabric of their wingsuits. 

A wingsuit—a.k.a. a birdman suit, a bat suit and a 
flying-squirrel suit—is just what it sounds like. Basically 
a bag that makes a human being resemble a flying 
squirrel. Its fabric stretches out from under the arms 
and between the legs to increase surface area, which 
allows said human to glide through the air. 

In technical terms, the suit increases the amount 
of lift as related to the amount of drag, creating 
a glide ratio of 2.5:1. Which is to say that the flier 
moves forward two and a half feet for every foot he 
or she drops. A free-falling parachutist descends 
through the air at speeds between 90 and 140 mph. 
Proper technique with a wingsuit slows you down to 
somewhere between 70 and 90 mph. 

Now Paige and Kurt push their shoulders forward to 
gain velocity and straighten their legs to reduce drag. 
They tuck their chins into their necks for the same 
reason—reducing drag increases speed. 



Words to live by. 

BASE jumping off a bridge through a narrow gorge is dangerous, duh. 

Tandem BASE jumping off a bridge through a narrow gorge is DD2 
(dangerous duh, squared) because one partner can knock into the other, which 
at that speed and relatively low altitude could send both of them into an 
unrecoverable spin and smash them against the rocks. 

Turning your wingsuit into a bag of (broken) bones. 

It's STCKY. Pronounced sticky. Stuff That Can Kill You. 

But that's the point. 

That's what hypes the adrenaline. 

That's why they do it. 

Their adrenaline screeches. The limestone walls flash past them, the river 
lunges up. One mistake- 

The wrong tilt of an arm. 

The wrong angle of a spine. 

An errant gust of wind- 

Can kill them. 


Paige and Kurt are not interested in dying. 
They're interested in living. 

At the highest possible level. 

The max. 



BY DON 

1 

WINSLOW 


So at the count of 10 they let go of each 
other's hands and pull the ripcords. (Now there's 
a metaphor for a successful relationship.) They 
want a little distance from each other when the 
parachutes deploy, lest they get tangled up and 
fall to their deaths in a twisted knot. (Now there's 
a metaphor for a successful relationship.) 

There are sounds to like and sounds to love. 

Sounds to like- 

The cry of a red-tailed hawk. 

The wail of a Sonny Stitt sax riff. 

The crackle of a fire on a cold night. 

Sound to love- 

The pop of a parachute opening. 

Better, in this case, the sound of two parachutes opening. (The sound of one 
parachute opening would be very depressing for both parties involved. But let's 
be stone honest—much more depressing for the party in closer proximity to the 
nonsound.) 

They aren't big parachutes. They don't have to be; they just have to be big 
enough to slow them down before they hit the water, because water at 80 
per isn't that much different from rock (as any suicidal bridge jumper knows 
or should know). The chutes jerk Kurt and Paige up and then float them down 
to the river where Latchkey and Lev—fresh from their own jumps—wait in a 
Zodiac to haul them out. 

Kurt—bigger, heavier—hits first. Reaches up and detaches the chute before 
it can smother him under the water. Then he comes up and sees Paige in the 
water just upstream, clear of her parachute and swimming. 

"Fun!" she yells. 
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He smiles and nods and they swim toward the 
boat. 

Yeah, fun. A thousand-foot tandem free fall 
through a narrow canyon into a river. 

Extreme. 

Except- 

It was just a warm-up. The real adrenaline 
rush goes off tomorrow. 

• 

Adrenaline (n.): a hormone secreted by the 
adrenal gland in response to stress. 

The problem with adrenaline is the same as 
with any drug. Tolerance. 

That is, it takes more and more of it to get 
you off. 

Until you die from it. 

"But," Kurt says, "you die high." 

Kurt, Paige, Latchkey and Lev sit at the bar at 
the Quality Inn & Suites in Canon City, Colorado, 
the nearest town to the Royal Gorge 
Bridge. The jump is two hours behind 
them and they're knocking back a few 
celebratory beers to sand the adrenaline 
edge a little bit. 

Latchkey got his name because, come 
on, he was a latchkey kid who used the 
PAT (parental absence time) to jump off 
the garage roof, the house roof and 
the neighbors' roofs when he was not 
performing physics-defying stunts on 
his skateboard that put him on a first- 
name basis with most of the staff at the 
Glenwood Springs emergency room. 

("Mrs. Latchkey? We have your son 
here....") 

Latchkey—there is a remote memory 
that his given name is Kevin—has broad 
shoulders, shaggy brown hair and a 
beard. He comes off as sort of a clown, 
but don't let it fool you. Bozo don't BASE 
jump off the Royal Gorge Bridge (and a 
cat as cool as Kurt isn't going to trust a 
clown to fish him out of the water). 

Latchkey can flat-out fly. 

He's a birdman. 

In fact, Latchkey has often expressed 
his belief that he actually is a bird—a 
Fijian peregrine falcon to be precise. 

He says it's a reincarnation thing, but 
Paige thinks it's more of a peyote thing. 

She came across him sitting outside the 
motel the morning of the Western States 
Ultramarathon, dutifully scraping the 
strychnine out of the peyote buds, but 
she sort of doubts he got it all. 

Now beer foam bubbles on his mustache as 
he crushes another pint and listens to Kurt hold 
forth on the subject of adrenaline. 

Adrenaline, Kurt explains, is a chemical 
released by cortisol that gives you the physical 
and mental energy to do what you have to do. 

"Neanderthal days," Kurt says. "Bonk and 
Gronk-" 

"Bonk and Gronk?"' Paige asks, laughing. 

"Bonk and Gronk," Kurt insists, "go out after 
the mastodon. Mastodon gets wind of them and 
charges. Bang —the body releases adrenaline 
that gives Bonk and Gronk the wherewithal to 
run. Fast. It's Darwinian." 

"I don't think," Paige says, "adrenaline 
was designed to give you the biochemical 
wherewithal to jump off bridges. That's counter- 
-Darwinian." 

Every chemical in your brain and body screams 


at you not to jump off a bridge, a cliff or the 
top of a building, or an antenna at the top of a 
building—all of which these four people have 
done. Darwin would indicate that people who 
do such things have less chance of reproducing 
and would therefore be selected out of the 
population. 

A professor of biophysics, Paige knows about 
these things. 

"It's an abuse of adrenaline," Lev adds. 

Lev means lion and Paige says it's an aptonym, 
because there is something leonine about Lev. 
Not that the young Russian has a mane—in fact 
his head is shaved—but he has the lean, killer 
look of a cougar, a.k.a. (mountain) lion. It's the 
eyes. Slate gray. 

You don't want to mess with Lev. Don't want 
to jam him on the trail, cross him on a ski run, 
take his line on a cliff face or a big wave. 

He'll give you that headstone look. 


Then run you down. 

Lev is a world-class speed climber. A free- 
soloist without belays or protection, and not on 
artificial walls in tony suburban gyms where the 
thwack of you falling onto a thick mat makes 
someone spray his cappuccino foam. No, on 
mountains, real mountains, where the thwack 
of you falling makes someone puke his guts 
out—and he holds the current solo record on 
Half Dome. 

He and Latchkey jumped the bridge 
together—albeit not holding hands—swam to 
the Zodiac and then crewed for Kurt and Paige. 

If you're looking down a thousand-foot 
drop, those are two people you want to see 
waiting for you. You really do, because they are 
ultracompetent, maximum frosty, and they are 
never going to give up until they pull you out of 
whatever shit you got yourself into. 


An example- 

Kurt got sideways at Mavericks one time. 

First wave of a set, so he's in the impact zone 
with three more waves scheduled like German 
trains to come down on his head—and Lev and 
Latchkey roar in on the Z between waves. The 
next wave could crush them—flip the Z over 
and roll it like a toy. But they come in anyway— 
Lev driving and Latch behind him—and Latch 
reaches down and grabs Kurt on the first try 
(there isn't going to be a second try), pulls him 
onto the sled and they bust out of there with 
the next wave looming over them like a pissed- 
off giant cheated of its fee-fi-fo-fum. 

The sound that Kurt remembers from that 
wasn't the wave going off like a hissing fuse, but 
Latchkey giggling like a 12-year-old girl. 

What he also remembers is that Latchkey and 
Lev didn't hesitate. 

Neither would he. 

Now Kurt lifts his Dos Equis and says, 
"Here's to adrenaline abusers." 
"Adrenaline addicts," Paige corrects. 

As usual, she's right. 

Forget about nicotine, caffeine, alcohol, 
cocaine and heroin. You get hooked on 
adrenaline, game over. You will chase that 
dime until you just can't run anymore. 

"A drug you can't buy," Lev says, "but 
can only earn." 

They clink their bottles in a toast to 
that. 

"Everyone," Kurt sums up, "has the 
biochemistry to survive. Few have the 
biochemistry to live." 

• 

Dig the scene at the bar. Extreme 
athletes, photographers, video artists, 
support people (pilots, gear riggers, 

EMTs), groupies and sponsors quaff 
designer beers and check out the clips 
from the day's activities on iPads. They 
talk about who made it onto YouTube, 
how many views, who's trending, who 
got that great shot, that clip that's going 
to go viral, make a household name, 
grace the cover of a mag. 

Adrenaline porn, Paige calls it. 

The room is filled with literally beautiful 
people. Young, healthy and decked out 
in North Face, Patagonia and Nike, these 
are people who run, who bike, who ski, 
who climb, who jump, who fly. Negative 
body-fat percentages, serene resting heart 
rates, natural tans. Chemicals so thick you 
could scoop them out of the air with a 
spoon—adrenal, cortisol, testosterone. 

A lot of testosterone, hence the groupies. 

These aren't rock (and roll) -groupies—or 
baseball, basketball, football semipros—these 
are mostly beautiful, accomplished, intelligent 
women who are usually athletes in their own 
right. They just like to go to bed with guys who 
jump off bridges. 

Danger is an aphrodisiac. 

Kurt could hook up 58 times a night if he 
wanted to. 

He's drop-dead (okay—unfortunate) good- 
looking. Broad shoulders, V-shaped frame, legs 
designed to run down those mastodons. Killer 
handsome face. Deep brown eyes, thick brown 
hair cut short now. 

And he's an extreme sports -superstar—a 
runner, skier, surfer, climber and flier whose 
rugged face is all over the net and the mags. 


KURT COMES FROM A FAMILY OF SKI 
BUMS WHO COBBLED TOGETHER A LIVING 
WORKING COLORADO’S SLOPES, LODGES, 
BARS. HE MOVED SEVEN TIMES BEFORE 
HE WAS 16, WENT TO THREE DIFFERENT 
HIGH SCHOOLS—IN VAIL, TELLURIDE, 
STEAMBOAT. HE DIDN’T MIND; IN FACT, HE 
LIKED IT. NEW MOUNTAINS, NEW SLOPES, 
NEW SNOW, AND HE MADE FRIENDS 
EASILY. SKIED IN THE WINTER, CLIMBED 
IN THE SUMMER. HIKED, BIKED, CHASED 
(AND CAUGHT) GIRLS, DRANK BEER, 
SMOKED A LITTLE WEED. EASYGOING, 
GENIALLY MESSY LOVING HOME—TWO 
PARENTS, THREE SISTERS—SO HE WAS 
USED TO FEMININE ATTENTION. 
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The A-Male, the current king. 

But he's already hooked up. 

With Paige. 

Talk about beautiful, accomplished, intelligent 
women. 

Tall, short sandy hair (but don't call it a "Paige 
Cut," like one of the mags did; just don't do 
it), all legs, abs and taut muscle. A face that 
would be described as more handsome than 
pretty. Mensa-level IQ, youngest full prof ever at 
Colorado State, owns the women's records at 
Leadville and Western States. Speed-climbed the 
Nose at El Cap and then BASE jumped down. 

An extreme sports celebrity, Paige could hook 
up too, with any of the guys and more than 
a few of the women, if her gate swung both 
ways, which it doesn't. In any case, she doesn't 
want to. 

She has Kurt. 

Latchkey and Lev, different story. Even now 
they've started to check out the potential 
candidates. More Darwin. 

The fit mate with the fit. 

Although it's an open secret that Latchkey 
has, and has had, an unrequited crush on Paige 
that would pancake an elephant. 

Paige is a little discomfited by it but otherwise 
doesn't mind, although she does wish Latchkey 
would "find somebody," and for more than one 
night. 

Kurt doesn't mind either. He's an emotional 
libertarian. 

Strike that- 

He's an Emotional Libertarian. 

He doesn't believe anyone has the right to tell 
anyone else whom, or what, he or she should 
love. 

• 

Gatherings like this happen all over the 
world. In North Shore, Oahu when the big 
waves go off, in Chamonix for the Mont Blanc 
Ultramarathon, here in Canon City for the Speed 
Thrills Games at Royal Gorge. 

Anywhere anyone is shredding the freaking 
envelope. 

A photographer comes up to Kurt and Paige 
at the bar. 

"Show you guys something?" 

They know him. Brian Bentner, a freelancer 
who shoots for Outside, Men's Journal, SI. He 
holds up his Nikon and shows them the digital 
screen. Taken from the bridge, it shows Kurt and 
Paige, hand-in-hand, spread out in full flight, the 
gorge and the river beneath them. 

"Beautiful," Paige says. 

"It'll be on Outside's website in the morning," 
Brian says. "But I just tweeted it." 

Brian has 100,000 followers. 

"You going to shoot tomorrow?" Kurt asks. 

"I'm thinking," Brian answers, "of harnessing 
off the bridge and getting a shot as you come 
past. Would I be in the way?" 

"Hopefully not," Paige says. 

Brian laughs. "Domani." 

He walks away. 

"Nice of him to ask," Paige says. 

"Brian's cool," Kurt says. "We should go talk 
with Jay." 

They get off their stools and walk over to a 
booth where Jay Michaels sits tapping into his 
laptop. Sandy Burrows sits across the table. 
Sandy's with a hot young ad firm out of Palo 
Alto. 

Jay is his client. 

His outdoor clothing line sponsors Kurt for 


Speed Thrills and other events. Jay is 41, looks 
33 and is a multimillionaire. He moves over so 
Kurt and Paige can sit down and points to the 
screen. "Sandy was showing me your footage 
from today." 

Kurt and Paige wore GoPro cameras on their 
helmets to record the flight from their POVs. 

"Good?" Kurt asks. 

"Tasty." 

They'll put it up with an ad banner for Jay's 
company and it will get half a million hits. 

"What are your thoughts about tomorrow?" 
Sandy asks. 

"I'm thinking we go," Kurt says. 

Jay shakes his head. 

"What?" Paige asks. 

"The forecast calls for gusting winds out of 
the west." He punches up a weather site. Kurt 
and Paige lean over and look. "I think we should 
shut it down." 

Because it's already crazy. 

To wingsuit out of a plane at 12,000 feet, hit 
a speed of a buck 20, "slow" to 90 and then fly 
under the bridge. Close under the bridge. Like, 
at arm's length, close enough to reach up and 
grab little plastic red banners attached to the 
bottom beam on your way through. 

Cuh-raaazy. 

The slightest miscalculation, the tiniest mis- 
execution and you smash into a steel girder at 
90 per. Not strapped in a car. Or in a plane. Just 
you in a plastic suit. Will make a great video if it 
works. (And a better one if it doesn't, is the ugly 
truth.) 

Now you throw gusting winds into the 
equation and you have something that's truly 
out of your control. If a gust occurs at, say, 
10,000 feet, okay, maybe you have time to 
deal with it, but if it hits when you're near the 
bridge? 

Random. 

Totally random. 

"We already announced it," Kurt says. 

"Who cares?" Jay says. 

Kurt shrugs. 

"Don't think about letting me down," Jay 
says. "I'm not that guy. I'm not that ghoul." 

Kurt chuckles and looks at Sandy. 

"I want great video," he says. "I don't want 
snuff video." 

"Let's see what tomorrow brings," Kurt says. 

It's the West—weather changes on a whim. 
Truth is that they'll probably make the decision 
in the plane. 

No sense worrying about it now. 

Life is short. 

• 

Q: How many people who previously 
attempted to fly under the bridge were killed? 

A: Both of them. 

• 

Postcoital comedown. 

Kurt and Paige, up in their room. 

"Tomorrow," Kurt says. 

"Yes?" 

"I don't think we should do it." 

Kurt, the Uber-Man, she thinks. Nietzsche 
would have gone gay for him. Shit, Nietzsche 
would have blown him. Her friends warned her: 
Paige, he has testosterone dripping out his eyes. 

Uh-huh. 

"I wonder," she says now, ignoring the topic, 
"if there's such a thing as a rehab center for 
adrenaline addiction." 

"You go there for a month and do dull 


things?" Kurt asks. 

She riffs with him. "If you want to BASE jump, 
you call a friend and she talks you out of it." 

"The meetings must be boring," he 
says. "And how do you know when you're 
'recovered'?" 

"I don't know. I guess you just live." 

Just live, Kurt thinks. 

The phrase itself is instructive. 

Kurt comes from a family of ski bums who 
cobbled together a living working Colorado's 
slopes, lodges, bars. He moved seven times 
before he was 16, went to three different high 
schools—in Vail, Telluride, Steamboat. He didn't 
mind; in fact, he liked it. New mountains, new 
slopes, new snow, and he made friends easily. 
Skied in the winter, climbed in the summer. 
Hiked, biked, chased (and caught) girls, drank 
beer, smoked a little weed. Easygoing, genially 
messy loving home—two parents, three 
-sisters—so he was used to feminine attention. 

Three semesters at Northern Colorado, then 
he decided it wasn't for him. Dropped out, 
trained his ass off and caught on with the Aspen 
Mountain Ski Patrol, the elite of the elite alpine 
rescue squads. Made some dramatic, risky saves, 
saw some pretty grisly shit. (You pick up the 
pieces of someone who's fallen 200 feet down a 
cliff face, it's grisly shit.) 

Training, he discovered that running was 
more a joy than a chore. Made the progression 
from marathons to ultras. One of the latter took 
him out to California and he stayed to explore 
surfing. Hopped over to Kauai and North Shore 
to do the big waves. 

Here's the thing—he was just skin-popping 
adrenaline; now he's mainlining it. Marathons— 
cool, but why not run more than a hundred 
miles across a mountain range with no rest? 
Downhill skiing—cool, but maybe instead heli- 
jump onto a recent avalanche and ski down 
that? Rock climbing? Absolutely, but let's do it 
without ropes or protection and see how many 
slopes we can summit in a given period of time. 

Surfing—nice, but how about we go out to 
a freezing, shark-ridden mid-ocean reef into a 
north swell and try to survive a 70-foot bomber? 
Parachuting? Try BASE jumping. BASE jumping? 
Go for wingsuiting. -Wingsuiting—let's do it out 
of a plane instead. 

He does it all—the world's greatest poly¬ 
extreme athlete. 

Because the high lasts for a while, but it 
doesn't last. He B.B. Kings. 

The thrill is gone. 

He needs more and more adrenaline. 

Now it has to be Xtreme. 

Xtremer. 

Xtremest. 

Has to do something no one's done. 

Feel something no one has felt. 

Without that, life is just life. 

• 

Paige took an alternate route to the same 
location on the psycho-physiological map. 

She grew up in Boulder, the daughter and only 
child of two respected academics. They had 
expectations. 

A 4.0 GPA wasn't good enough when there 
was extra credit to be had. She needed 4.2s and 
4.5s. Honors classes and Advanced Placement 
in every subject. (Shit, she thought, I'm going to 
be halfway through my B.S. before I get out of 
high school.) If she got a B on a test, tutors were 
brought in to "get her grades up." (Shit, I might 
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as well be Chinese.) 

She needed a sport for her resume, so she 
joined the cross-country team. 

Salvation. 

Time on her own with no one yapping at her, 
and she loved the simple left-right left-right that 
seemed to get her brain back in the center. Of 
course, she was Paige, Perfect Paige, so she had 
to be great at it. She had expectations. She had 
to be state champ, state record holder, and with 
her reindeer legs she was built for it. 

But still, it was a relief. 

Solitude. 

Her against distance. 

Her against time. 

Her against herself. 

She loved it. 

Then she discovered rock climbing. 

Her parents were appalled. 

"What if you fall?" 

"I won't fall." 

"But what if you do?" 

Then I'll be in a peaceful coma and 
maybe you'll stop nagging me, she 
thought but didn't say. Other girls were 
sneaking out to get high or sleep with 
boyfriends; Paige was lamming it on dirty 
weekends in Moab. 

Climbing was good, free climbing 
better. 

(Look, Ma, no ropes.) 

It was her against height. 

Her against fear. 

Her against gravity. 

(If you can escape gravity, you can 
escape anything, even your parents. It's 
the ultimate rebellion.) 

Spurning Yale, Smith and Georgetown, 
she stayed home for undergrad so she 
could be close to the running trails and the 
mountains. Did varsity cross-country, but 
her heart was with the crazies running for 
three-day stretches across ranges or racing 
up faces and jumping off them. 

Did a semester abroad in Switzerland. 

Where they keep a good portion of the 
Alps. 

Did her M.S. at the runner's paradise 
of Corvallis, her Ph.D. at Berkeley, close 
enough to the Sierras to get in a run and 
a climb. 

The job market was basically a 
smorgasbord for her, but she selected the 
relatively modest Colorado State to be 
close to her beloved mountains and her 
passion. 

Adrenaline pursuit. 

Ultramarathons and free climbing. 

Now she's hooked. 

Just another thrill whore on the cover of Trail 
Runner. 

Stanford is trying to steal her. But she doesn't 
know if she wants to go to Palo Alto. 

It would have to be Palo Soprano. 

Palo Tenor, Palo Alto, Palo Soprano. High, 
higher, highest. 

"When do we hit the max?" she asks Kurt 
now. "How will we know?" 

"We won't," he says. 

We'll be dead. 

• 

They'd met at the starting line of the Leadville 
Trail 100, in the freezing predawn. He asked her 
where she thought she'd finish. 

"First." 


"In the women's?" 

"First," she repeated. 

First is first, there are no qualifications. 

The LT100, also known as the Race Across 
the Sky, forces racers to ascend (and descend) 

15,600 feet at elevations that range from 9,200 
to 12,620. Fewer than half of the starters finish 
in the maximum-allowed 30 hours. 

Ever see a football team gas out in the fourth 
quarter playing Denver? That's at 5,280 feet. 

For one hour. With halftimes and huddles and 
TV time-outs. Gatorade, steroids, pain-numbing 
injections and -multimillion-dollar motivations. 

This ordeal starts at 9,200. 

That means you can't breathe by the time you 
get there. 

Unless you're a mountain goat, like Paige and 
Kurt. 

And then you run, over rugged trails, up and 
down, sometimes in the dark, sometimes at 


an elevation more than twice that of Denver's 
stadium, for almost four marathons. And you'll 
get some Gatorade or other energy drink, and 
some protein goop and a granola bar, and 
maybe some Advil or Tylenol, some Band-Aids 
for your blistered, bleeding feet, and you do 
it for more than a full day and at the end of it 
you'll get.... 

Nada. 

You won't even go to Disney World unless you 
pay for it yourself. 

Just the glory. 

The satisfaction. 

The joy of pure, unadulterated insanity. 

That's extreme, Jack. 

The story goes that the founder of the LT100 
started it in order to make Leadville famous, and 
when someone objected that he'd get someone 


killed (STCKY), he answered, "Well, then we'll 
be famous, won't we?" Kurt loves that story. 

You ask him, he'll tell you he fell in love with 
Paige right there, when she repeated "First," 
even though he could barely see her face under 
the woolly she had pulled down half over her 
eyes. You ask her, it took her more time. She 
didn't even like him when she met him, thought 
he was a sexist, arrogant asshole. 

The thing is, he literally chased her. 

For 100 miles. 

That's love, Jill. 

Another way of saying that he chased her is 
to say that he pushed her, because every time 
she looked back she saw that asshole coming 
and it motivated her because she was not was 
not was not going to let that arrogant prick 
catch her, no way. 

Of course, another way of saying that he 
pushed her is to say that she beat him, which 
she did. As hard as Kurt tried, and he tried 
hard, he couldn't catch her, and the last 
10 miles Paige found her kick and left 
him way behind. She finished first (among 
women), sixth overall, wasn't happy with 
it, but she was there waiting when he 
staggered across the line, 11th among the 
men. 

She rang a cowbell for him. 

"Thanks," he said. 

"I owed you." 

"For what?" 

"You paced me." 

"You outpaced me." 

"Yeah, well." She saw blood seeping 
out of his left shoe. "You'd better have 
that taken care of." 

"You offering?" 

"Hell no," she said. "But I'll show you to 
the aid station." 

She walked beside him as he limped to 
the big tent, and she would now tell you 
that she started to fall in love with him 
when she realized that here was a man 
who damn near killed himself just to keep 
her within sight. 

And it doesn't get much better than 
that. 

They slept together that night. 

Literally slept. They were too tired to do 
anything else. 

Kurt was, anyway, and while Paige was 
a little offended, she had to like a man 
confident enough to admit that, for one 
night anyway, he preferred sleep to sex. 

A little humility, after all, is the difference 
between an A-Male and an A-Hole. 

• 

But should he let her do this tomorrow, he 
wonders? 

Let her? Like I can stop her. 

The Basic Rule of their relationship. 

They each do what they want. 

• 

One force of nature you can't beat. 

You can't even negotiate with it. 

Time. 

Ain't no wingsuit gonna give you glide ratio 
against time. Ain't no parachute gonna slow it 
down. Ain't no Zodiac gonna pull you out of 
it. Maybe someday science comes up with the 
perfect pharmacological cocktail and you live 
forever, but 

Don't count on it, because 

It ain't here yet, and 


IT TURNS OUT THAT LEV’S STEPFATHER IS A 
VERY RICH BUSINESSMAN WITH HEAVYWEIGHT 
POLITICAL CONNECTIONS, ESPECIALLY 
RUSSIAN. 

LEV AND HIS STEPFATHER HATE EACH OTHER. 
LET’S BE SURE WE UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER 
HERE: 

LEV AND HIS STEPFATHER HATE EACH OTHER. 
LEV THINKS THAT HIS YEGOR CHUBAIV IS A 
PHILISTINE CRIMINAL. YEGOR THINKS THAT 
HIS (TROPHY] WIFE’S ONLY CHILD IS A SPOILED 
BRAT, A CONDITION HE TRIED TO REMEDY 
WITH HIS BIG FAT OLIGARCH BELT UNTIL 
(16-YEAR-OLD) LEV GOT A BELT (BLACK) OF 
HIS OWN, AFTER WHICH YEGOR RESORTED TO 
ALTERNATIVE WEAPONS SUCH AS SARCASM, 
INSULT AND (EVENTUALLY) EXILE. 

LEV IS NOW PROPOSING TO ROB HIM. 
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Time will still move on. 

So even if you believe in living for today—as 
Kurt does—tomorrow is going to come, with 
the day after hard behind, and the brutal truth is 
that your legs aren't the same at 30 as they were 
at 20 because nature is planned for designed 
obsolescence. Dig it, we were born to wear out 
and be replaced. 

There will come a time when you just can't do 
what you used to could. 

And if you try? 

Nature will kill you for it. 

They say speed kills? 

Nothing kills like slow. 

Just ask Bonk and Gronk. One day they 
slowed down and became mastodon toe jam 
and somebody younger told their story around 
the old fire. 

Time kills. 

This is all a three-in-the-morning insomniac 
meditation for Kurt. He lies there knowing he 
can't keep doing this extreme shit forever. He 
has to either 
Die young 
A real possibility, or 
Do something different. Or 
Discover another option before he runs out of 
Time. 

And money. 

• 

Because, let's face it—he's making enough to 
keep doing what he's doing but not enough to 
put any away. Another way of putting it is that 
he's not living from paycheck to paycheck, but 
he is living from extreme to extreme. 

He's good with that but here's the 
problem- 

What happens when he can't do the cash¬ 
worthy extreme? 

And the extreme has to keep getting extremer. 
That is, no one's gonna cut him a check to 
shoot him going over a bridge anymore. Only 
under the bridge. And if he does that, they're 
not going to sponsor him to do it again. 

Compare and contrast- 

Elite extreme athletes to other elite athletes. 
LeBron can make the same shot 50,000 times 
and that's a plus. He's setting records. Peyton 
and Tom B. can complete the same pass over 
and over again and it's a good thing. 

But if Kurt does it—it's boring. 

What if LeBron had to slam-dunk a ball into a 
basket while hurtling down the Grand Canyon? 
Very cool, yes. Say he does it and survives. Ain't 
no one interested in seeing him do it again. 

Say Peyton and Tom had to thread the needle 
to a receiver while plunging down the face of 
an 80-foot wave that's about to crash on their 
heads, or while trotting through Death Valley, or 
free climbing El Capitan? 

Trust me—we'd watch them do it 
Once. 

Dig it, Kurt would BASE jump, big-wave 
surf and ultramarathon run just for the sheer 
joy of it. Over and over again and be blissfully 
happy. And he'd keep doing it—happily—in the 
knowledge that he's not getting better at it, but 
worse, that the replacement parts, as it were, 
are already on line. But that would be okay. He 
doesn't need the attention, doesn't need the 
admiration, ditto the adulation. 

He does need the money. 

Extreme sports are expensive. 

Equipment, transportation, food, lodging, 
ibuprofen.... 


Somebody got to pay for it. 

And Kurt can see a day when he can't and the 
sponsors won't. 

He can see 

Time coming up at him like a canyon floor. 

• 

Kurt and Lev talk about it. 

One of those steely-silver predawn we-might- 
die-today conversations. 

Tends to cut down on the small talk. 

Lev is a smart guy. 

He's thought about these issues. 

He's even come up with an answer. 

"What we need is a big score," Lev says. 

"What?" Kurt asks. "A book that turns into a 
movie? It's been tried; it doesn't work. Maybe if 
Paige does it, she gets on Oprah, but-" 

"You're talking millions." Lev goes Carl Sagan 
on it. "I'm talking billions." 

Billions, Kurt thinks. 

That's extreme. 

• 

Oligarch (n.) 1: a ruler in an oligarchy 2: (esp. 
in Russia) a very rich businessman with great 
political influence. 

We're more or less concerned with definition 
number two here. 

It turns out that Lev's stepfather is a very 
rich businessman with heavyweight political 
connections, especially Russian. 

Lev and his stepfather hate each other. 

Let's be sure we understand each other here: 

Lev and his stepfather hate each other. 

Lev thinks that his Yegor Chubaiv is a 
philistine criminal. Yegor thinks that his (trophy) 
wife's only child is a spoiled brat, a condition 
he tried to remedy with his big fat oligarch belt 
until (16-year-old) Lev got a belt (black) of his 
own, after which Yegor resorted to alternative 
weapons such as sarcasm, insult and (eventually) 
exile. 

Lev is now proposing to rob him. 

"I'm not a thief," Kurt says. 

While Lev generally agrees with Kurt's moral 
rectitude on this subject, he goes on to explain 
why it shouldn't be a concern in this particular 
case. 

"Yegor makes his billions," Lev says, "from 
the illegal sales of armaments. He'll sell to 
anyone—governments, insurgents, terrorists, 
drug cartels, mafias of any ethnicity. He is a 
criminal and a mass murderer. My beloved 
mother is a disgusting whore for marrying such 
a man. Taking his money to finance our lifestyle 
would be a public service." 

"That's your rationalization, anyway," Kurt 
says. Lev won't take his stepfather's money but 
he will take his stepfather's money. 

"The root word of rationalization," Lev 
counters, "is rational. I'm merely saying, we're 
not talking about mugging nuns here, and if 
it salves your conscience, we could drop a few 
million on the worthy charity of your choice." 

"But we would be the primary charity of our 
choice." 

Lev is sort of a Robin Hood of -meritocracy— 
he believes in robbing from the rich to give to 
the worthy. 

"It's guilt-free money," Lev says. "A rare 
commodity." 

As previously discussed, Kurt is used to 
making leaps. 

Now he has to make the leap from whether 
to if to how. 


"Yegor has a yacht," Lev says. 

"Sure." 

"Periodically," Lev continues, "he loads that 
yacht up with cash and sails it to the Cook 
Islands, where it is stored and laundered." 

"I thought they did all that electronically these 
days." 

"They used to," Lev says, "but Interpol has 
gotten very good at tracking digital transfers. 

So the criminals have gone retro and now move 
actual physical cash. What I am proposing is that 
we use our extreme skills to drop onto that boat 
in mid-Pacific, relieve it of its ill-gotten gains and 
escape." 

"Sort of Ocean's 11 with an actual ocean." 

"I have no idea what that means," Lev says, 
"but if it helps your comprehension, yes, all 
right." 

"Theoretically the boat is also heavy with 
security," Kurt says. 

"Not theoretically—actually," Lev answers. 
"Armed to the cliched teeth." 

"So we'd have to kill people," Kurt says. 
"Sorry, not in." 

Kurt has few scruples, but he knows he can't 
live—happily, anyway—on blood money. 

"It's all in the execution, isn't it?" Lev says. 
"Pun intended. If we execute properly, we won't 
have to execute anyone." 

Kurt's entire adult life has been about proper 
execution as a matter of life and death. It's 
appealing. 

"Won't they come after us?" Kurt asks. 

"Of course." 

"And...." 

It doesn't matter, Lev basically responds, 
because we're just better than they are. Whether 
it's up (a mountain), down (a wave, the sky), 
across (desert, ocean), they just can't catch us. 

"We put together a team," Lev says, "of like- 
minded individuals—you, myself, Paige, Latch, 
whomever we need—with a highly developed 
and diverse skill set. Fortunately, we know such 
people, and there will be more than enough 
money to share out." 

"If we survive," Kurt says. 

"There's always that," Lev admits. 

But, Kurt thinks, there is always that. 

That's a daily reality. 

Kurt's life is a constant risk-reward equation. 

Lev's proposal has high reward. 

But the risk? 

Higher. 

It doesn't pencil. 

It's too... 

Extreme. 

Kurt says no. 

• 

Paige wakes up sad. 

Scared, yes, excited, juiced but ennui-blue. 

Like, what's next after this? 

What's the next bigger high? 

The junkie's lament. 

• 

Kurt says, "I'm beginning to think that maybe 
you shouldn't do this." 

And this, Paige thinks, from a man who is so 
absolute he doesn't believe in adverbs. 

"You don't think I should jump?" Paige asks. 

It is windy. 

The hotel window rattles. 

"I don't think you should go under the 
bridge," he says. 

"If you're going, I'm going," she says. 

"It's not a competition, Paige." 
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Since when? she thinks. 

Run harder, ski harder, fly harder, fuck harder, 
come harder—"er" is a competition. 

To wit: 

"Maybe I don't think you should do it," she 
says. 

His shrug is eloquent. 

I have to. You don't. 

I'm the YouTube sensation. 

"So superior," Paige says. 

But he is. 

Ubermensch is by definition superior. 

"I'm doing it," Paige says. 

Kurt shrugs again. 

Ubermensches believe in individual freedom 
and responsibility. 

Take that from someone, you've taken her life. 

You don't do that to someone you love. 

• 

Kurt's wingsuit is black-and-white (of course). 

Paige's is pink. 

"A girlie-girl wingsuit," she says. 

She calls that skyrony. 

Latchkey rocks a Superman motif. 

(Would have gone with Underdog but 
they don't make them.) 

Lev's is midnight blue. 

They look like Marvel Comics super¬ 
heroes as they walk toward the plane. 

The wind, gusting in out of the west, 
freaks the sponsors out. 

"Maybe not today," Jay tells Kurt. 

Even though a crowd waits on the 
bridge and the cameras are in place. But 
no one wants that deposit in the karma 
bank. No one wants that weight tilting 
the scales of astral justice. 

"No," Kurt responds. 

Today is fine. 

Today is the day we have. 

"Doesn't have to be," Jay says. 

"The forecast says it's a three-day 
blow," Kurt answers. "It will be fine." 

"Any doubt," Jay says, "pull out." 

Again, words to live by. 

Walking to the plane, Paige says to 
Kurt, "You're afraid of being afraid." 

"Isn't that a tautology?" 

"You're not afraid to free-fly under 
a bridge, but you're afraid that other 
people will think you're afraid," she says. 

"What is that?" 

"Untrue." 

"Totally true." 

"Something is either true or it isn't," 

Kurt says. "You can't have relative 
degrees of truth." 

"Totally." 

• 

This is the plan. 

Kurt and Paige go out first and do their thing. 

Land in the river, gather up their stuff and 
crew for Lev and Latchkey, who do the second 
jump. 

"Fair is fair," Paige says regarding pickup duty. 

They do it for us, we do it for them. 

And just as if you're Kurt and Paige, you want 
to see Latchkey and Lev waiting down there 
to fish you out, if you're Latchkey and Lev, you 
want to see Kurt and Paige because you know 
that they would die, if necessary, to bring you 
back. 

You get tangled in the chute underwater, 
you want Kurt diving for you because (a) he's a 
world-class waterman, and (b) he's never going 


to give up, and (c) you'll have cool-headed Paige 
directing him what to do. 

So that's the plan. 

That's the way you visualize it with everything 
going perfectly. 

You do your jump. 

You live. 

You let the adrenaline settle as you watch 
your friends come down and then you pick them 
up. 

Beer time. 

The four of them get into the plane. 

Your basic Cessna 182. 

• 

From 12,000 feet above the Royal Gorge. 

They can see the bridge. 

The people on the bridge, looking up 
expectantly. 

Can see Brian the photog lowering himself off 
the bridge on a harness, getting ready to shoot. 


Can't see the red flags, but then again, they're 
under the bridge. 

Can see the red canyon walls. 

Way down they can see the silver ribbon that 
is the river. 

They strap on their helmets. Headsets inside 
the helmets and throat mikes so they can talk 
and listen to each other. 

This is the Information Age. 

They turn on the GoPro cameras to record the 
trip in HD. This is the Information Age. Nothing 
is real without a video record. More info, more 
data. 

Computers like wristwatches tell time, 
distance and speed. 

Kurt takes one more shot at it. "You sure you 
want to do this?" 

"No," Paige says. 

But nothing is duller than certainty. 


Jumping out of a plane is fundamentally 
different from launching off a cliff or other static 
structure because the plane is moving, already 
creating airspeed. You have to be more careful 
coming out of the airplane because you might 
go Veg-O-Matic, i.e., fly into (or more accurately 
through) the propellers. 

Once airborne (the word is cautionary if 
you really explore it), the flier controls his or 
her descent through body posture, angle and 
maneuver against or with the wind, by changing 
the relative tension of the squirrel-like fabric until 
she or he comes to a place where it is deemed 
desirable to pull the ripcord and float gently to 
earth or water. 

That's the theory, and among Kurt's favorite 
passages of instructional copy may be found the 
following: The absence of a vertical stabilizing 
surface results in a little damping action around 
the yaw axis, so poor flying technique can result 
in a spin that might require an active effort 
on the part of the flier to stop. 

Kurt isn't sure what a passive effort 
might entail, but he knows that when 
you go into a spinout you'd better give 
it "active effort" in a hurry or you'll die, 
because the velocity of the spin causes 
thousands of microconcussions that soon 
render your brain incapable of any effort, 
active or passive. 

Latchkey actually likes to spin out. 
("What's a little more brain damage?") 
Yeah, Latchkey's crazy but not that 
crazy—he's flying over the bridge. 

"I know my limitations," is what he 
says. 

A blast of wind knocks the plane 
sideways. 

The nudge of a psycho on a subway 
platform. 

The shark bumping against the life raft. 
What they should do is call it off. 

But these are people who have rarely 
done what they should. 

Paige goes out first. 

Kurt goes tumbling after. 

• 

Kurt spreads his arms and legs to 
activate the fabric wings, then he pushes 
his shoulders forward to get velocity. 
Straightens his legs to reduce drag. 

Tucks his chin into his neck. 

Then he brings his arms back in. 

The greater the mass of the wings, the 
slower the flight. 

A flier can slow himself down to just 
over 60 with maximum spread. 

Kurt isn't interested in slow. 

Only fast. 

Keeps his arms in to hit a buck 50. 

• 

Paige has maybe 15 seconds to decide. 

Over or under. 

Try to grab the flags or don't. 

You have to make small moves in a wingsuit. 

Small adjustments. 

Big moves can send you into a spin. 

She sees the bridge below her and knows that 
it's the moment to spread her arms, open the 
wings, maneuver, decide. 

But it's so hard. 

So hard to let go of the speed. 

Tamp down the adrenaline. 

Break off their dance, their lovemaking. 

Continue to page 118 


THE STORY GOES THAT THE FOUNDER OF 
THE LT100 STARTED IT IN ORDER TO MAKE 
LEADVILLE FAMOUS, AND WHEN SOMEONE 
OBJECTED THAT HE’D GET SOMEONE KILLED 
(STCKY), HE ANSWERED, “WELL, THEN WE’LL 
BE FAMOUS, WON’T WE?” KURT LOVES THAT 
STORY. 

YOU ASK HIM, HE’LL TELL YOU HE FELL IN 
LOVE WITH PAIGE RIGHT THERE, WHEN SHE 
REPEATED “FIRST,” EVEN THOUGH HE COULD 
BARELY SEE HER FACE UNDER THE WOOLLY 

SHE HAD PULLED DOWN HALF OVER HER 
EYES. YOU ASK HER, IT TOOK HER MORE TIME. 
SHE DIDN’T EVEN LIKE HIM WHEN SHE MET 
HIM, THOUGHT HE WAS A SEXIST, ARROGANT 
ASSHOLE. 

THE THING IS, HE LITERALLY CHASED HER. 
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From Russia.. 


Continued from page 45 

companies such as Group-IB that work under 
nondisclosure agreements to track down their 
stolen funds. 

Founded in 2003 by several college kids at 
Russia's equivalent of MIT, Group-IB is housed in a 
gated business compound on the northeast edge of 
central Moscow. Inside the squat, grimly utilitarian 
building is a labyrinth of corridors divided by key- 
coded doors. In this hushed atmosphere, young 
employees peer fixedly at their double flatscreen 
monitors, sipping from steaming mugs. They work 
on behalf of various banks and internet empires, 
including Microsoft, tracking down cybercriminals 
and trying to hack into the companies' servers to 
test their security systems. 

I'm sitting behind Dmitry Volkov's desk. Tall and 
taciturn with wavy brown hair, the 29-year-old 
head of Group-IB's cybercrime-investigation team 
flicks through the files of criminals it has tracked 
down. We pause on Ivan. On his vKonnect profile, 
Ivan (Volkov asked that I withhold Ivan's real name), 
who lists his age as 24, has the kind of blond bowl 
cut, button nose and wide-set blue eyes found 
on Soviet-era propaganda posters beseeching 
comrades to fell hay for the motherland. He's 
married to a buxom, blue-eyed blonde with a round 
face and pouty lips. She's 23. They have a young 
son. 

A few years ago, Volkov says, Ivan began to 
visit Russian-language hacking forums. He started 
to write injects—software programs that transfer 
money from a specific bank—which he advertised 
and sold in the online netherworld for between 
$200 and $500. Soon hackers began posting 
endorsements: Ivan delivered what he promised. 
Then, around 2011, Ivan decided to perpetrate his 
own heist. He bought prewritten malware called 
SpyEye to hit Bank of America. He and a partner 
used Ivan's own injects and contracted someone 
to hack a server to spread the Trojan. They then 
transferred the cash and hired a money-mule 
service to pull it out of the accounts. In 2012 they 
hit Italian and German banks. Last year Ivan hit a 
Russian bank and grabbed at least $2 million. "If he 
wants to make a million, he needs to steal two," 
Volkov explains, "because he gives 50 percent of 
the money to mules." 

Ivan lives in a provincial city hours outside 
Moscow. Russia's provinces are notoriously 
poor, their capitals filled with concrete-slab 
apartment blocks. Jobs are scarce, and drug and 
alcohol abuse runs rampant. Volkov hails from a 


similarly neglected far-flung city in Petropavlovsk- 
Kamchatsky, an underpopulated peninsula in 
Russia's far east where tundra winds beat down 
on the city. When Volkov was a kid, his parents 
enrolled him in programming classes where he 
and his friends would send one another computer 
viruses as practical jokes. He ended up at the best 
technical university in Moscow, where programmers 
make three times as much as those in the provinces. 

For those who remain behind, it's not hard to 
understand the temptation to go rogue. The guys 
at Group-IB could easily have been on the other 
side of the coin. There's a universal appeal to 
hacking, finding errors in codes and gaps in security 
and proving your worth. 

Group-IB knows Ivan is working on a new 
project, trying to write his own malware, but 
whom he intends to target, they can't tell. For 
now, Volkov tells me, Ivan is still at large. Volkov 
isn't sure Ivan will actually serve time if he's caught. 
There are many ways to avoid sentencing in Russia's 
corrupt legal system—even if you steal from 
Russians. For crimes that target the U.S., the arrest 
rate is nonexistent. U.S. and Russian authorities 
rarely work together on cybersecurity cases, and 
officials from Russia's Federal Security Service, the 
Russian FBI, tend to look the other way when the 
victims are abroad. Moscow's decision to grant 
Edward Snowden temporary asylum when he is 
wanted by the U.S. for leaking National Security 
Agency surveillance programs is unlikely to make 
cooperation smoother. 

Kislitsin published his first article in Hacker at 
the age of 15. It was about how to get multiple 
uses off a single internet credit scratch card, which 
back then was used to top up credit and log in 
to the internet. (He admits he used it a few times 
before notifying the company of the security glitch. 
"It was just to make sure it worked," he tells me 
coyly.) "There are lots of poor people in Russia, and 
some of these poor people still have access to a 
good education. If a smart student sees that he can 
write software and each copy would cost $50,000, 
wouldn't he do this?" Kislitsin says. 

"This well-educated guy might grow up in an 
intelligent family in which his parents taught him it 
is bad to steal money or things. Psychologically, he's 
not ready for stealing money," Kislitsin continues, 
"but on the other hand, he can see that many 
people in Russia steal from their own country, 
from the government budget, and feel great. So 
he might think, Okay, what if I write this piece 
of malware? I'm not even stealing anything. I'm 
just a software developer, and psychologically it's 
okay." That's exactly how Ivan started. But the 
more money they make, the more sophisticated the 
heists get. 

Unlike his colleague, Volkov has no sympathy 
for the hackers he's employed to catch. He refers 
to them with unmasked disdain as the "golden 
youth." "These people are for some reason 
convinced they are not stealing from actual people 
but from bad people or from the government, like 
Robin Hood," Volkov says, shaking his head. "I've 
never seen anyone on comments say, 'This is a small 
business. Let's not steal from it.' If there's money, 
they'll take it." 


On a Thursday morning in March 2010, Ken 
Hollomon, 49, an IT consultant in Los Angeles, got 
the call. His longtime friend Michelle Marsico was 
frantic—the bank account of her recently founded 
escrow company was missing $450,000. Over 
three days, 26 wire transfers had gone out across 
the U.S. Hollomon rushed to the office. "It was like 
the beginning of a nightmare, when you know it's 
going to be a nightmare and you're trying to stop 
it," he says. 

The bank was unresponsive, telling Mar-sico it 
could no longer communicate with her without a 
lawyer present. The police department gave her a 
receipt with a case number. "I'm so sorry," was all 
the officer said. Eventually, the Secret Service called 
Marsico. After discussing the situation, she asked 
for her case number so she could follow up. 

"This happens so much we would run out of 
numbers, so there's no case number," the agent 
told her. 

Marsico was incredulous. She had never 
expected anything like this to happen to her; she 
had barely heard of cases like this. Someone had 
been through her accounts and taken everything— 
she didn't have the money to keep running the 
business. It took all her strength just to get out 
of bed every day. "It feels like you've been raped; 
you don't want to broadcast how that feels. 

You feel like you've done something wrong, like 
you're a bad person, like you weren't responsible 
enough. All this stuff goes through your head, like 
I shouldn't own my own business if I can't handle 
this. I totally ripped myself a new one," she says. 
"My whole livelihood was taken away, and I had 
nobody to help me. All the government agencies 
were just.... I felt like nobody cared. Here I am, a 
taxpayer, an American citizen, working my butt off 
to make it, and there was nobody on my side. I was 
alone, and that was the most alone I've felt in my 
life." 

Marsico and Hollomon decided to take matters 
into their own hands. From the names on the 
fraudulent wire statements the bank provided, 
they began to track down the mules, plugging 
the names into Facebook and Linkedln. Most of 
the people they found were Americans who'd 
responded to employment ads online. Most didn't 
realize they were acting as money mules in a global 
mafia heist; they thought they had gotten a good 
deal doing honest work for a company overseas. 

"A lot of them were decent people," Hollomon 
says. "Some of them got out of college and didn't 
have any money. Some of them had just lost their 
jobs. They were Americans hurting for money." 

On their own, Hollomon and Marsico were 
able to track down $78,000 of the money. Then 
things got weirder. When Marsico was talking to 
her bank's IT expert, he asked her whether she had 
ever tried to access her bank account remotely. 
"From home?" she asked. "No, from Glendale," 
the rep said. Hollomon knew Marsico would never 
have logged on from Glendale, California—she 
didn't even log on from her house. So Hollomon 
started hunting in online forums and soon learned 
that Glendale was a well-known hacker haven, 
right in their own backyard. He says he walked 
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into a Glendale bar and ran into a kid who told 
him, "Yeah, I work for these people." Oh my God, 
Hollomon thought, I have to get out of here real 
quick. 

"I just wanted to see if the addresses of the 
people we'd found were true, and they were," he 
explains. "These hackers aren't scary. They aren't 
thugs. They're just kids." In 2012 Marsico settled 
with her bank. It was a big payout that brought 
her company back from the abyss. Her settlement 
was a precedent for the industry: Since the wire 
transfers were unusual—-to foreign countries 
Marsico had never sent money to before, in sums 
she didn't normally transfer—-the bank took 
responsibility for allowing the funds to go through 
without sending up a red flag. But Marsico had lost 
two years of her life just fighting to survive. Since 
then, Hollomon has been contacted by other small 
businesses with the same problem. "They're trying 
to protect themselves, but they're trying to conduct 
business with these tiny IT budgets. It's really 
difficult," he says. 

One of the most daring ATM heists happened 
last February. Two coordinated strikes involving 
people in 27 countries netted $45 million from 
thousands of ATMs around the world. Hackers 
tar-geted two Middle Eastern banks, raising the 
withdrawal limits and increasing the balances on 
prepaid MasterCard debit cards issued by Bank 
of Muscat of Oman and National Bank of Ras Al 
Khaimah PSC of the United Arab Emirates. Money 
mules then strolled through cities across the world, 
simultaneously draining ATMs. 

In New York City alone, the thieves hit 2,904 
ATMs over 10 hours using a single Bank of 
Muscat account number. Sauntering around 
Manhattan, hitting ATMs and stuffing the money 
into backpacks, they withdrew $2.4 million. In 
May prosecutors indicted eight men of Dominican 
origin living in Yonkers, New York. But they were 
just the cogs of the operation; their job was to 
withdraw stolen funds and transfer them to the 
mastermind's account for a commission. (This was 
the riskiest part of the heist because it happened on 
U.S. soil and ATMs are under camera surveillance.) 
While money mules are frequently caught, the real 
kingpins remain free. The brains behind the Yonkers 
crew operation remain unknown, but according to 
prosecutors, one of the arrested men sent an e-mail 
to "support@wmirk.ru," an address "associated 
with an organization based in St. Petersburg, Russia 
that specializes in laundering the proceeds of 
criminal activity." 

The Yonkers crew seemed as if they couldn't 
believe their own luck. After the heist, the 
perpetrators took a selfie: Sitting in a car, two men 
in their early 20s in black jackets pull the universal 
boo-yah face, dimpling their still-baby-fat cheeks 
while pointing to four thick stacks of cash between 
them. They purchased Rolex Oyster Perpetual 
Datejust watches, a Mercedes SUV and a Porsche 
Panamera. They stacked cash on top of Coors Light 
cans and took pictures—remorse seemed lacking. 

At one point they deposited nearly $150,000, in the 
form of 7,491 $20 bills, at a bank branch in Miami. 
One of the two in the selfie had listed Domino's 
as his place of employment on his passport 


application. Then they got busted—surveillance 
footage from the heist shows one of the mules 
wearing a Domino's hat. 

• 

A week after our attempts to buy the Trojan in 
the Japanese restaurant, Kislitsin e-mails me that 
he has heard back from two of the three sellers. 

The guy offering the Citadel Trojan upped his price 
for technical reasons—now, for about a grand, 
he's selling a whole kit that includes multiple 
components for a cyber-heist that would allow 
users to manage and control their own botnet. 
Kislitsin bargains the price down 200 bucks and 
they have a deal. The seller gives Kislitsin his 
number for WebMoney, a service that doesn't 
require bank accounts—you can deposit funds by 
using money orders, wire transfers or exchange 
offices and prepaid cards. "I was supposed to pay 
him and never did," Kislitsin writes me. We could 
have made a fortune. 

Even while online banking struggles to keep 
up, new banking methods—-from smartphones to 
tablet apps—are creating new battlegrounds for the 
same war. Symantec estimates half of smartphone 
users sleep with their phones within arm's reach. 
Half of them also use no security precautions on 
their phone—no passwords, no security software, 
no backup files. Forty percent of smartphone and 
tablet users have experienced mobile cybercrime in 
the past year, and nearly 60 percent of users don't 
even know security for smartphones and tablets 
exists. 

Yet even the most secure are vulnerable. In 
March 2012 NASA disclosed it had been hacked 
13 times. In one go, hackers had stolen 150 user 
credentials that could be used to gain unauthorized 
access to NASA systems. That same month the 
Department of Homeland Security warned of a 
cyber-intrusion campaign on American gas pipelines 
that had been in the works since 2011. In July 2012 
the NSA director said there had been a 17-fold 
increase in cyber incidents at U.S. infrastructure 
companies in the previous three years. In January 
of last year, The New York Times, The Wall Street 
Journal, the Washington Post and Bloomberg News 
revealed they had been the victims of persistent 
cyberattacks, possibly originating in China. The 
following month the Department of Energy was 
hit; 14 -computer servers and 20 workstations 
were penetrated, affecting hundreds of employees 
and compromising their personal information. 

In May 2013 the U.S. government revealed that 
the country's electrical grid is under near constant 
attack from multiple unknown entities. 

As I look over copies of the logs Kislitsin sent of 
our attempts to buy malware and Ivan's cyberforum 
postings that Volkov shared with me in Moscow, 

I realize the user name is the same on all of them. 
Ivan is not just somewhere out there in Russia's 
vast hinterlands, working on a new plan: He's 
selling all the components for others to do it too. 
One of them could be me. One of them could be 
your Domino's delivery guy. And you'll never see us 
coming. 

□ 



STAN LEE 

Continued from page 63 

Daredevil. What do you think about him being 
the new Batman? 

LEE: I think he's terrific. Daredevil wasn't as 
successful as some of our other movies, but I 
think it wasn't written or perhaps directed as I 
had conceived it. The movie is darker, and they 
made so much of him and the church. That 
wasn't the Daredevil I knew. But Ben ought to 
do a great job as Batman. People say he's too 
old. Listen, from my perspective, he's still a very 
young man. 

PLAYBOY: Where do you stand on Tobey 
Maguire's Spider-Man versus Andrew Garfield's? 
LEE: When I first saw Tobey Maguire in the role, I 
thought, Here's the absolute perfect Peter Parker. 
When I saw Andy Garfield in the role, I thought, 
Andy's the most perfect. They're both great and 
they're both different. It's not like they cast the 
first guy off the street for these parts. People 
much smarter than I am about these things are 
casting these movies. They do a fantastic job. 
PLAYBOY: What did you think when Garfield 
raised the idea in an interview last year that 
Spider-Man might be gay? 

LEE: Listen, I can't control what actors say or 
how they behave. I can only comment on how 
they act, and like I said, Andy's terrific in the role. 
I don't have a line in the sand about Spider-Man. 

I guess if he were fat and flabby and didn't look 
anything like a superhero, you might hear from 
me, but there's too much money invested in 
these films for them to goof around with casting 
or the basic conception of who these characters 
are. 

PLAYBOY: Which actress has impressed you 
most in the Marvel movies? 

LEE: Jessica Alba was the girl in Fantastic Four, 
right? She was terrific. I really liked her. Who was 
the girl in X-Men with the short hair, very pretty? 
PLAYBOY: Halle Berry. 

LEE: Lovely girl. I spoke to her for a while and 
really enjoyed her performances. 

PLAYBOY: Of all the women in the comic-book 
world, who would you have wanted to go on a 
date with? 

LEE: I never thought of that. See, I'm going to 
tell you something you may not be aware of: 
They were fictitious characters. 

PLAYBOY: But some were sexier than others. 
LEE: To me, the sexiest of all was Mary Jane in 
Spider-Man. I loved the idea. The way I'd written 
it, Spider-Man's aunt May was continually trying 
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to get Peter Parker to meet the niece of her 
next-door neighbor. "She's such a nice girl. I 
think you'd like her." Well, to a teenage boy, 
hearing she's a nice girl is the biggest turnoff in 
the world. Peter, as I remember, kept avoiding 
meeting her. One day I made it the last panel of 
the story. He couldn't avoid it anymore. He said, 
"All right, I'll meet her." He opens the door and 
there's this hot-looking babe who says to him, 
"Face it, tiger, you just hit the jackpot." I don't 
know why they didn't put that in the movie. I 
just love that whole idea. "Face it, tiger, you just 
hit the jackpot." He sees this sizzling girl, and 
he'd been expecting some drab nobody. 
PLAYBOY: The Marvel bullpen was such a boys' 
club. You guys must have had fun behind the 
scenes thinking about which characters were 
having sex with each other and who had the 
biggest codpieces. 

LEE: Obviously we always talked about Mr. 
Fantastic and how great he would be for any 
woman, with the ability to stretch the way he 
could. But that was about all. 

PLAYBOY: These were colorful characters 
conceived in colorful times. Were psychedelics or 
other drugs involved? 

LEE: I'm not aware that any of the artists took 
drugs. It would shock me to learn that Kirby, 
for instance, was taking drugs. Or John Romita 
or Gil Kane. These guys were family men, 
hardworking guys, and they were simply that 
talented. Almost any of them could have been 
major movie directors. When an artist draws a 
panel, he has the widest choice. He can make it 
a close-up shot, a long shot, an overhead shot, a 
strange angle, a head-on shot. And they would 
make these creative decisions quickly and under 
major deadline pressure. Drugs? I don't think 
they would have survived. They certainly never 
came into the office in a different mood, looking 
a little spaced out or whatever. And I definitely 
wasn't doing drugs. I was never into them, and I 
know nothing about them. 

PLAYBOY: Did you ever try marijuana? 

LEE: No. I hardly ever smoked a cigarette. I 
bought these thin cheroots because you didn't 
have to inhale. I would puff on them, but I 
eventually gave them up because I was burning 
holes in my sweaters. People read into the 
fact that I called the character Mary Jane, but 
honestly, I had no idea it was a nickname for 
marijuana. I never understood why people take 
drugs. They're habit forming and they can kill 
you. I didn't need anything to pep me up or 
make me feel more creative, and I didn't need 
them to help me with women. 

PLAYBOY: There's a curious rumor online that 
you and Mick Jagger would occasionally go to 
bars together to see who could pick up women 
faster and that often it wasn't Mick Jagger. 

LEE: Oh, it's not true. But I will say, a woman will 
go with any recognizable celebrity even if you're 
the ugliest celebrity in the world. That's just the 
law of fame. I did pretty well in my day. I had a 
Buick convertible four-door Phaeton that used 
to impress the girls. But you can't compete with 
rock stars. I've spent time with Aerosmith and 


Alice Cooper and Kiss. Gene Simmons actually 
put his blood into a vat of ink so we could say 
the Kiss comic books we created were printed 
with his blood. That's the kind of thing girls are 
looking for. 

PLAYBOY: You've been married to your wife, 
Joan, for almost 70 years. What's the secret to a 
lasting marriage? 

LEE: Marrying the right girl. We get along fine 
even though we both have strong personalities. 
My wife, whom I adore, is half Irish and has a 
very hot temper. I remember years ago we were 
arguing over something and she got angry. 

She said, "I'll show you!" and picked up the 
Remington Noiseless Portable typewriter I'd used 
to write The Fantastic Four and Spider-Man and 
all the rest, and banged it against the floor. It 
shattered into a million pieces. I like to tease her 
and say, "Joanie, if we had that typewriter now, 
do you know what we could auction it off for?" 
PLAYBOY: Do you have Amazing Fantasy #15, 
the comic book in which Spider-Man debuts, 
hidden in a vault somewhere? 

LEE: No. I never collected them. In those days 
we didn't think of it. When we were doing these 
books we never knew the artwork or scripts 
would have any value. We were in a small office. 
The original pages were very big and thick, and 
a book then had, like, 48 or 64 pages. After the 
book was printed, the printer would send the 
original pages of artwork and all the color proofs 
back to us. We had no room for them. We gave 
everything away. Some kid would come up to 
deliver sandwiches from the drugstore and we'd 
say, "Hey, kid, on your way out, take these pages 
and throw them somewhere." If one of those 
guys had brains enough to save some stuff, he'd 
be a very lucky man right now. 

PLAYBOY: Fewer kids read comic books today 
than they did in the heyday. Does that make you 
sad? 

LEE: I didn't know they weren't. Really? See, I'm 
not much of a scholar about what's happening. 

I just do my own thing. But it's not only comic 
books. Everything's changing. Everything's being 
done on computer or iPhone or iPad. The whole 
language is changing. Words end up abbreviated 
because of texting. 

PLAYBOY: Do you have any advice for comic¬ 
book-store owners? 

LEE: If I were a comic-book-store owner, I'd 
be wondering how I could get into electronic 
comics, digital comics or anything else. It's not 
just comic-book-store owners I'm worried about. 
I'd be concerned if I owned any bookstore. But 
I don't know. I'm old-fashioned. I hope there 
will always be a little comic book for kids and 
teenagers and grown-ups to hold, because 
nothing replaces the experience of turning 
those pages, of smelling those pages. But yes, 
everything is changing. In 10 years we probably 
won't recognize this world. Thank goodness 
we have other media. It's what keeps these 
characters alive. 

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about the new Agents of 
S.H.I.E.L.D. television series. Is it close to your 
original conception? 


LEE: It's a funny thing about S.H.I.E.L.D. I started 
it because there was a popular TV show at the 
time, The Man From U.N.C.L.E., and I wanted 
to come up with a special group of my own. I 
called it the Supreme Headquarters, International 
Espionage, Law-Enforcement Division. I thought 
it was kind of cute. They've given the word new 
meaning now. To me, the greatest part about 
S.H.I.E.L.D. was Nick Fury, and I hope we get to 
see a lot of him on the show. He'd been in an 
earlier comic book of mine, Sgt. Fury and His 
Howling Commandos, and when I retired him, 

I got so many letters asking where he went, 

I brought him back as a colonel. He was the 
toughest son of a bitch I ever created, and Kirby 
did a wonderful job with him. 

PLAYBOY: Many people don't know that your 
younger brother, Larry Lieber, helped create Iron 
Man and other characters. How come he never 
got more acclaim? 

LEE: Larry was always a good writer and a good 
artist. He could do almost anything I asked him 
to do. He scripted not only the first Iron Man 
but also the first Thor, and he still does the daily 
Spider-Man newspaper strips. The only problem 
is that Larry could be a perfectionist. It wasn't 
that he was faster or slower than other artists, 
but he had a hard time letting go of his drawings 
unless he was 100 percent satisfied with them. 
He always worked on things even after I said 
they were great. I think it just made the whole 
process a little harder for him. 

PLAYBOY: Which Marvel character has surprised 
you the most in terms of its success? 

LEE: Probably Iron Man. But much of that 
success is because of the movie. I didn't know 
what to think when Robert Downey Jr. was 
announced as Iron Man. I couldn't picture 
him. When I created the character, I kind of 
thought of Howard Hughes because he was an 
adventurer, an inventor, a millionaire in those 
days, and he was strange. To me Downey wasn't 
a superhero; he was Chaplin. But the instant I 
saw him I said, "He's Iron Man." I think it's the 
greatest bit of casting ever. 

Of all the characters I've done, Iron Man is 
the most popular with women. I get it. He's a 
billionaire and he's handsome and glamorous, 
plus he needs somebody to look after him. He's 
got a weak heart. "Oh, if only I knew a man like 
that." We got more fan mail from women for 
that book than any other. And now the movie 
has made him our most popular character after 
Spider-Man. 

PLAYBOY: Let's go back to the start of your 
career for a minute. Do you remember the first 
comic book you ever wrote? 

LEE: It was a prose story in one of the Captain 
America books, a two-page story set in type. 
Nobody read those stories. That's why they let 
me do one. But you couldn't call a comic book 
a magazine and get the magazine postal rates 
unless you had two pages of type. One day I 
was hanging around filling inkwells and erasing 
pages for the guys, and someone said, "Hey, 
Stan, we need a two-page story." So I wrote 
one. And that was that. 
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PLAYBOY: You went off to the Army in World 
War II and wrote military pamphlets with an 
elite group that included Frank Capra, William 
Saroyan and Theodor Geisel. What's your 
standout memory? 

LEE: That Dr. Seuss was slow. In the comic-book 
world, you live and die on your speed, but Geisel 
was slow. Most of them were slow. I was writing 
faster than all of them. One day the major who 
was in charge of our unit said, "Sergeant, will 
you work a little slower? You're making the 
other guys look bad." I wrote all these training 
films about things I had no knowledge of. I 
remember I did one film, The Nomenclature and 
Operation of the 16 mm IMO Camera Under 
Battle Conditions. What got the most attention, 
though, was something I wrote about venereal 
disease. 

PLAYBOY: You wrote a sex manual? 

LEE: No, they needed me to help the enlisted 
men avoid disease. They were always getting 
VD. So they had what they called prophylactic 
stations, little one-room buildings with green 
lights inside. After you'd had carnal knowledge 
of a female, you would go to the pro station 
and get disinfected in the most horrible way. My 
mission was to tell the troops to go to the pro 
station after they'd had sex. So I drew a little 
cartoon of a soldier. There's the green light. Over 
his head there's a dialogue balloon that says, 
"VD? Not me!" They printed a couple million of 
them. I figure we probably won the war based 
on that. 

PLAYBOY: Is it true you continued to work for 
Marvel that whole time? 

LEE: That's right. Whenever I was free I'd write 
something new. I bought a car with the money 
they sent me while I was in the Army. I used to 
pal around with a lot of the officers. Some of 
them were my best friends, majors and captains, 
even though I was an enlisted man. I wasn't 
supposed to pal around with them, so I'd wear 
an olive drab sweater so the rank didn't show. 
We went out and drank and had fun. But I was 
never a less than responsible driver. 

PLAYBOY: Speaking of that, do you remember 
the moment you thought up the phrase "With 
great power comes great responsibility"? 

LEE: The honest-to-God truth is I thought I made 
it up for Uncle Ben to say. But then somebody 
wrote to tell me Voltaire had said it in French a 
couple of centuries before. I never read Voltaire. 

I don't speak French. I just liked the way it 
sounded. 

PLAYBOY: When did you first realize you'd 
created a worldwide sensation with your 
characters? 

LEE: There were a lot of moments. We'd get 
letters from all over and then visitors, including 
some famous ones. I remember being visited by 
Federico -Fellini. He came in and said he wanted 
to meet me. I'll never forget. I had a tiny office 
at the end of a long hall. I get a call he's coming 
and see Fellini walking toward me, accompanied 
by four of his assistants, all dressed the same 
in black raincoats, all in descending order of 
height. Fellini was the tallest, and behind him 


were the four others. It was the funniest sight. 

I wanted to talk about him and the movies 
he'd made, 8 and all the others. He wanted to 
talk about Spider-Man. Years later he was nice 
enough to show my daughter around Italy and 
take care of her. It would have been interesting 
to collaborate with him. He would have been 
good with X-Men. Fellini and Magneto would 
have been an interesting combination. 

PLAYBOY: In the next X-Men movie, the 1970s 
X-Men meet the modern-day team. Do you ever 
worry someone's going to screw up your original 
characters? 

LEE: I don't even think about it. I know they'll 
usually come up with something interesting, and 
if they don't, something else will come up. The 
nice thing about stories is you can always find 
another angle that'll be good. To be honest, I let 
go a long time ago. I let go of these characters 
around 1972 when I became publisher. I was 
never a real publisher because publishers are 
businessmen and I'm not. But as publisher, I 
stopped writing the books, for the most part. All 
these characters eventually find their way. 
PLAYBOY: The Hulk has always been especially 
difficult. Even the popular 1970s TV show with 
Lou Ferrigno is more camp than classic. 

LEE: They've tried a green Hulk and a red Hulk 
and a blue Hulk. Everybody tries something, but I 
think everybody does it wrong. In the last movie 
he looked pretty good, and the actor was pretty 
good. But they made him too big and started 
changing his color. It's such a simple thing. It's 
like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, the way I conceived 
him. He's a scientist who turns into a monster. 

He hates the monster, and he wants to cure 
himself of turning into it. The monster hates the 
scientist and doesn't want to become that weak 
nothing kind of guy. He likes being the Hulk. 

To me, as a writer, I could play with that and 
come up with a million plots. For some reason, 
Hollywood keeps making the Hulk this big, crazy 
brute. One day somebody should go back to the 
basics. 

PLAYBOY: Are you excited to see Avengers: Age 
of Ultron? 

LEE: Excited? Sure. But I have to be honest. I 
don't have any idea who the hell Ultron is. He 
was a character developed after I stopped being 
involved in the Avengers story. I was asking 
some guys in the office who Ultron is, but then 
my phone rang and I got busy and never found 
out. Marvel introduced so many characters and 
strange situations, it's hard to keep track of them 
all. 

PLAYBOY: True, but why haven't we -created 
new superheroes? We still -mostly rely on yours 
and a handful of others, such as Superman and 
Batman, to save the day. 

LEE: Well, publishers don't need new ones 
now. They needed them when I was doing 
them. My publisher would say, "Hey, Stan, 
that last one sold very well. Dream up another 
one—or four—for me." Now they don't have 
to say that. All they have to say is "When are 
we going to find the time to make a movie out 
of Ant-Man or publish another edition of Silver 


Surfer?" We have plenty of material in reserve 
that -audiences love. And you know Hollywood 
appreciates a sure thing. There aren't enough 
opening weekends or TV channels or bookstore 
shelves for all the titles Marvel alone plans to put 
out. It's not just Captain America, Fantastic Four, 
-Daredevil and the rest. We have dozens to draw 
on, and fans are always asking, "Stan, when are 
they going to come out with a Black Panther 
movie?" Incidentally, I would love to see a Black 
Panther movie myself. I know they're working 
on one. But then fans will say, "What about Ant- 
Man? Or the Inhumans? Or the Annihilator?" 
PLAYBOY: After decades of events such as 
Comic-Con and now your own -Comikaze comic¬ 
book expo, you must get tired of geeky fan 
questions. 

LEE: I enjoy the questions and always try to 
give a funny answer. For example, they'll say, 
"Who could win, the Hulk or Galactus?" I'd 
say, "It depends on who's writing the story." 
"What makes you work so hard and do all these 
stories?" I tell them greed. Even if I've heard the 
question 800 times before, I always try to give 
them an answer they don't expect. Like "What 
superpower would you want?" I say, "Luck, 
because if you have that you have everything." 
Actually, that one I believe. 

PLAYBOY: You mentioned Ant-Man a minute 
ago. What's the status of the movie version? 

LEE: It's coming along. [Editor's note: The film, 
directed by Edgar Wright and featuring Hank 
Pym, played by Michael -Douglas, and Scott 
Lang, played by Paul Rudd, is scheduled for July 
2015.] What's terrific about Ant-Man is that he's 
small and can do a lot of things a normal-size 
person can't, but he's also incredibly vulnerable. 
The most important thing with any hero is he 
has to be vulnerable. If it's somebody who could 
never be hurt, that's no fun. One of the problems 
I always had with Superman was, how can I 
worry about him? You can't kill him, you can't 
hurt him. But with a guy as small as Ant-Man, 
there are so many things he can do, but every 
minute of his life he's in danger. There's this 
tension of thinking he'd better get big again 
fast. To give you another example, in the movies 
Batman has gotten more vulnerable in recent 
years, and it's made him more interesting. 
PLAYBOY: Speaking of Batman, what was a 
night on the town like with your friend and 
Batman creator Bob Kane? 

LEE: He was always late, first of all. We'd make a 
dinner reservation for 7:30, and Bob and his wife 
would get there at eight o'clock or 8:30. If we 
were half an hour late, they'd come half an hour 
later. It became a game. They were always later 
than we were. Then we'd sit down, and within a 
few seconds he'd say to the -waiter, "You know 
who I am? I'm Bob Kane. I draw Batman. Look, 

I'll show you." And he'd draw a little Batman. 

He was happy being who he was. You can't 
fault it. He was never on time for dinner, but he 
loved Batman and loved being recognized for 
it, and we'd have a great time talking up these 
characters. I've had a lot of good times. 
PLAYBOY: Has it been an easy life for you? 
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LEE: Life is never completely without its 
challenges. I have a new heart valve that was 
put in a couple of years ago. I have a touch of 
asthma. I get tired sometimes. But I haven't 
had a lot of angst. I mean, certainly early in my 
career, before The Fantastic Four, I struggled. 

I felt I was never going to get anywhere. Even 
afterward, I was embarrassed to say I wrote 
comic books for a living. I had a lot of shame 
about that. Even when I made a good living, 
my dad didn't think of me as a success. He was 
pretty wrapped up in himself most of the time. 
Some of that rubbed off on me. I was always 
looking at people who were doing better than 
I was and wishing I could do what they were 
doing—Steven Spielberg or a writer like Harlan 
Ellison, or even Hugh Hefner. Part of me always 
felt I hadn't quite made it yet. 

PLAYBOY: Did you ever go to therapy? 

LEE: Never had time, no. But if someone asked 
me for an evaluation of myself, I'd say I'm a 
particularly normal, levelheaded guy. I'm just a 
guy who likes what he does. 

PLAYBOY: You started your career writing 
obituaries. Have you ever thought about what 
you'd like yours to say? 

LEE: I know mine is already written. It's sitting 
there in the New York Times computers 
somewhere. It's all ready to go. You can't stop 
it. I've had a happy life. I don't want anyone to 
think I treated Kirby or Ditko unfairly. I think we 
had a wonderful relationship. Their talent was 
incredible. But the things they wanted weren't in 
my power to give them. 

I'm always looking ahead, even at this age. 
You know, my motto is "Excelsior." That's an 
old word that means "upward and onward to 
greater glory." It's on the seal of the state of 
New York. Keep moving forward, and if it's time 
to go, it's time. Nothing lasts forever. Hell, I'm 
91 years old. If I have to go while I'm talking to 
you, I've had a long enough life. I'd hate to leave 
my wife and my daughter, but heaven knows it's 
beyond me. And I don't even -really believe in 
heaven. 

PLAYBOY: In the 700th issue of The Amazing 
Spider-Man, Peter Parker dies in a battle with 
Doctor Octopus. 

LEE: Yeah, but he won't die. They'll bring him 
back, or it'll turn out he didn't really die. It's like 
Sherlock Holmes. I loved Sherlock Holmes when 
I was younger, and there were so many versions. 
He always made it out of every situation. You 
never run out of ideas. 

PLAYBOY: Maybe there will be a zombie version 
of Spidey. 

LEE: Zombies are puzzling to me. They're all the 
rage now, but I never understood them. Think 
about it: If I were dead and could come back to 
life, I wouldn't go around trying to kill people. 

I'd be saying, "Wow! I'm the luckiest guy in the 
world. Isn't this terrific? Hello, you wonderful 
person. Let's go out and have fun." If I go out in 
a flash but then somehow make it back, I'm not 
going to be angry. There's going to be a great 
big celebration. 

El 





THE SOUND... 

Continued from page 75 

to be true," Salloum says. Click. He sinks 
within himself, deliberating over the possibility 
of truth in all this confusion. He's gone. It takes 
an hour, a pack of Gauloises Blondes, a hot 
meal and tea before he speaks again. 

But I know the song on repeat in Salloum's 
mind: "My Little House in Canada," sung by 
Fairuz. His favorite. 

The war in Syria was changing. Salloum could 
hear it all around him. War hymns saturated 
the music. No one sang the revolution songs 
anymore. No one sang Fairuz. He knew that. 
What Salloum couldn't know was that back 
in Syria, soldiers were about to kick down 
the door of the radio station, and his days of 
broadcasting Fairuz—and peace—into the Syrian 
airwaves were numbered. 

SONGS OF FREEDOM 

It is two months earlier, and a bomb tumbles 
lazily across the October sky toward me. I am 
standing in hilly Kafranbel, Syria, roughly three 
hours from the Turkish border, when soldiers 
push the barrel bomb—an oil drum packed 
with TNT and scrap metal—from the belly of a 
government helicopter. Children scream as the 
bomb's impact shakes buildings; an ominous 
claw of smoke rises up over the village. 

But it is a blessed day: The bomb misses the 
elementary school packed with refugees I've 
come to photograph. Salloum arrives shortly 
after the explosion to mingle with activists and 
protest artists and to swab a tin of hot lamb fat 
with hard bread. Rattled, he chews nervously. 

"This is what we live with. I must get out," he 
says, more to himself than anyone else. 

Government soldiers have killed his uncle, 
and Salloum's family home has been bombed 
twice. He refuses to return to it, even after the 
gaping holes have been repaired. Last he heard, 
another displaced Syrian family was occupying 
it. 

What is important is Fresh FM, and he is 
eager to introduce himself—and the -station— 
to me. "I am Osama," he says. "I work at the 
radio station. You are a journalist? Would you 
like to see it? I will take you there." 

The next day a group of boys stand among 
the rubble in the streets with their necks craned 
upward. Salloum sees them and listens. "It is 
a plane. It might kill us," he says. A sweeping 
shopkeeper freezes with his broom. Kids yell 
to each other, "Tyara jayah" ("An airplane is 


coming"). Girls playing nearby start to cry. 

The structure that houses Fresh FM stands 
out on a debris-cluttered block thanks to a brick 
facade dotted with squares of red, pink, yellow 
and blue. It feels more San Francisco than Syria. 
The building houses the Kafranbel media center 
and Karama Bus, a nonprofit that provides 
social activities for village children; Fresh FM is 
crammed into the rear of the basement. Salloum 
guides us past a coughing generator and a 
tangle of motorcycles to a metal door leading 
down a narrow, -shoulder-width plywood 
hallway that branches off into claustrophobic, 
wire-veined rooms where staffers smoke, work 
and boil tea. The vibe is military efficiency 
meets activist squat. (Yes, that smell is definitely 
black mold.) A golden bust of President Bashar 
al-Assad, complete with black eyes, lipstick, a 
missing tooth and a Frankenstein forehead scar, 
looks down from the newsroom wall. 

"Have you met our president?" a staffer asks, 
smacking the statue gently on the cheek. "Say 
hi, Bashar." 

This is home, even if relentless bombing 
has turned the buildings on either side into 
broken concrete accordions. Under Salloum's 
supervision the Kafranbel office has evolved 
from a drafty concrete-and-plywood dungeon 
into something of a geeky casbah. There is a 
small fireplace, a kitchen with a candy counter, 
free cigarettes and tea. Rich red, embroidered 
curtains insulate the rooms. Staffers seated on 
tasseled cushions handle Twitter, Facebook and 
broadcast algorithms from their laptops. Weekly 
trivia-contest winners come in to claim prizes 
and be interviewed on the air. 

Out on the street, cafe workers in the village 
square try their English on foreigners while 
listening to Follow Me, an on-air language 
lesson. Down the hill, a boy tunes the radio at 
his family's tire shop. 

"Are they allowed to say that?" the boy 
asks during a Fresh FM news report from the 
front line in Maarat al-Numan, a nearby city. 

His father hushes him and shrugs. "Listen. How 
many dead?" 

Rebels learned the word hero from the 
Enrique Iglesias song of the same name. Fresh 
FM staffers regard Iglesias as the most influential 
Western artist to date and play him relentlessly. 
Salloum prefers Whitney Houston—"I Will 
Always Love You" is his favorite song in 
-English—but lets it slide. "Tee Rush Rush" by 
Nasser Deeb also dominates the station's music 
blocks. 

From this bunker Salloum works on various 
large-scale nonprofit projects, all of which fit 
into his philosophy of nonviolent resistance: 
constructing a media conference center in 
Kafranbel that will house foreign reporters in 
exchange for public conversations with villagers; 
managing a logistics office and a rehabilitation 
program for wounded Syrians in Reyhanli. But 
he truly loves only the radio station. Fresh FM is 
his jewel. 

Salloum has been sleeping at the station to 
insulate himself from the sound of government 
planes and bombs. Years of shelling have 
worn at his nerves. The sound of an airplane 
sometimes plunges him into a panic attack. 
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(Manila, PH) The event on Saturday, May 3, 2013, at Uptown, 
Station 2, Boracay Island, Aklan happened like a whirlwind of 
pure throbbing music, sandy beaches, bikini bodies and hypnotic 
lights! BIGFISH SUMMER MAYHEM 2014, presented by Flogg, 
showcased performances by popular international Electronic Dance 
Music (EDM) artists--- Sean Tyas from New York and Julian Jordan 
from Amsterdam. 

The night started with a set by BigFish and Club Haze resident 
DJ, Ian Sndrz, followed by Monster Radio 93.Ts in-house DJ McCoy 
brought to you by our friends from ETC Channel and Jack TV. 
Slowly heating things up came DJs Ron Poe and Scratchmark, then 
followed by BigFish resident DJ Chris Raeuber to open for the main 
performances of the event’s guest artists: Sean Tyas from New York 
and Julian Jordan from Amsterdam. 

An exciting launch of FLOGG (Flip Flop + Clog = Flogg), California- 
based women’s shoe brand, kicked off the introduction to the main 
event, a process that Bigfish events has become known for. The guest 
DJs were welcomed to the stage with an extraordinary introduction 
in the fashion that is uniquely BigFish!—stunning light displays and 
magnetic visuals, to create a spine-tingling delivery. Sean Tyas’ set 
saw the dancing crowd’s party-fever raise higher, as he spun some 
of his most popular tracks. Julian Jordan continued to heighten the 
already hyped levels in his trance-supreme closing set that lasted 
until 5:30 in the morning. But the party didn’t end there! The music 
continued on by BigFish’s own DJ Ian SNDRZ till 7AM. 


In the past 15 years since the establishment of the popular events 
company and brand, Bigfish has become known for organizing such 
large-scale annual dance events. The Bigfish team is now gearing 
up for their next mind-blowing and explosive event yet which will take 
place on May 30 - ARMIN ONLY INTENSE GLOBAL TOUR at the 
MOA Arena in Pasay City. 

BigFish Summer Mayhem 2014 was a huge hit and Labor 
Day weekend will never be the same again thanks to Presenter 
Sponsor: Flogg; Major Sponsor Bacardi ; Official Residence 
Boracay Sandcastles the Apartments, Tanawin Resort and Luxury 
Apartments and Manila Partner Crown Regency Makati; Official 
Airline Tigerair Philippines and Minor Sponsor Petrol. Official Media 
Partners: Business Mirror, Business World, Mellow 94.7, Lifestyle 
Network, ETC Channel, Jack TV, Media Magnet, Focalcast Network, 
Playboy Magazine, Uno Magazine, Clavel Magazine, Circuit 
Magazine, Pulp Magazine, Speed Magazine, Balikbayan Magazine, 
Mabuhay Magazine, lnquirer.net, PEP.ph, Choosephilippines.com, 
Wheninmanila.com, Juice.ph. Special thanks also goes out to O 
Music & Video, Gold’s Gym, Lay-Bare, Medisina Clothing, Brother’s 
Burger and all Bigfish bloggers! 

For TICKETS & VIP TABLES call the BIGFISH Hotline (02) 808- 
8080, or log on to www.bigfishmanila.com. Visit our Facebook page: 
Bigfish International and follow us on Twitter: @Bigfishmanila, and 
on Instagram: @bigfishmanila 

WORK HARD, PARTY HARDER! 
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Once, when air strikes shook the walls of his 
basement shelter in the station's back room, 
Salloum went into convulsions. His radio 
colleagues rushed him to a hospital for a 
tranquilizer. 

"This is how we live," Salloum says. "The 
situation tests how much we believe in what we 
are doing." 

No one doubts Salloum's belief. From his 
laptop on a mat on the concrete floor, he 
operates a mobile communications desk. 
Resources from dozens of European and 
American humanitarian organizations—money, 
medicine and ideas—are rerouted based on 
Salloum's assessment of the situation on the 
ground. It is his job because he can give those 
assessments in English and Arabic. He is trusted 
for his intelligence, humility and ability to break 
a project into manageable tasks. Salloum is like 
many of the young nonprofit workers from such 
places as Colorado and northern California. 
Fashionably unkempt, unusually blunt (he once 
introduced himself to an American nonprofit 
worker by asking, "Why are you so fat?"), an 
introverted virgin married to the undulating 
international conversation of tweets and blog 
posts that he sees swelling like an ocean wave. 
That's the idea, anyway, and Salloum, the man 
behind the most -listened-for voice on the radio 
waves in Idlib province, is an idea man. 

It was Salloum and fellow Kafranbel 
activist Raed Fares who spent three months in 
Gaziantep, Turkey in the spring of 2013 learning 
radio-broadcast techniques in workshops 
funded by a nonprofit organization. Afterward, 
the pair used $5,000 and an outdated laptop 
to produce a signal just strong enough to reach 
the FM dial on radios in local cars, shops and 
back rooms, where listeners anxiously awaited 
the day's war tally. (Today, Fresh FM's director of 
programming estimates the audience has grown 
to around 90,000 listeners spread among the 
station in Kafranbel and satellites in Saraqeb— 
another village in Idlib—and Gaziantep.) 

To keep Fresh FM on-air from eight a.m. to 
one a.m., Salloum and Fares recruited Ahmed al- 
Bayoosh, a soft-spoken Kafranbel social-media 
guru. Bayoosh fills his days combing the web 
as their in-house statistician, analyzing battle 
results and counting war dead and missing 
people. Stone-faced, six-foot-three Abdullah 
"the Truck" al-Hamaadi came aboard as the de 
facto bouncer. They hired Hamood Juneid as a 
news reporter for his fearlessness—and for his 
black motorcycle, which carries him to stories 
both on- and off-road. Juneid knows everyone 
and greets all soldiers on the front lines, 
regardless of their rank or affiliation, the same 
way: "Kifakya ars?" ("What's up, pimp?") 

As Fresh FM grew, the staffers ate together, 
fed the chickens in the backyard together and 
smoked endless packs of cigarettes together. 
Fares grew into his role at the organization 
and even built a following in the United States 
after the Boston Marathon bombing. In a photo 
he posted online, Kafranbel residents hold a 
banner: boston bombings represent a sorrowful scene 

OF WHAT HAPPENS EVERY DAY IN SYRIA. DO ACCEPT OUR 

condolences. The culture-bridging message went 
viral, and Fares was quoted everywhere from 


The New YorkTimes to BuzzFeed to NPR. 

If Fares was the backbone of Fresh FM, 
Salloum was the beating heart. Last summer, 
for the station's first broadcast, it was Salloum 
behind the microphone. For the first time in 
more than 40 years there would be a voice on 
the Syrian airwaves that sounded Idlibian. And 
that voice could say anything. His trembled. 

"This was the first time anyone in Kafranbel 
heard a voice on the radio in their accent," 
recalls Salloum, "the first time there was a voice 
from outside Damascus." 

Salloum knew what happened to people who 
spoke out of turn. They were kidnapped by the 
regime and tortured, or shot in the night, as 
his uncle had been. The regime doesn't take 
criticism; it takes people away, Salloum thought. 
He leaned in toward the microphone. 

"Hello, I am Osama. I hope someone is 
listening." 

Then he played Fairuz. 

SONGS OF WAR 

The fall olive harvest yielded less than in 
the two previous years of fighting, explain the 
tattered growers by the highway in Idlib. Those 
who worked the harvest last year are dead or 
haunted by the dead and dressed as though 
for mourning. Long, open stretches of soil set 
aside for vegetables are left half tilled in Hama. 
On the outskirts of the village of Kafra, a line 
of rebels pray in one such field before they 
attack an outpost manned by soldiers of the 
Assad regime. There is no cover from return fire 
because the trees have been razed for firewood. 
Commanders announce that the wounded will 
be left where they lie. Fighters ask God to guide 
bullets into their heads or not at all. 

"It's like going to work. We shoot at them. 
They shoot back. We have lunch. Sometimes 
they send a tank. We have tea," says Abdul, 34, 
a sniper perched in a crumbling villa in Maarat 
al-Numan. Abdul used to be a carpenter. 

He and five other men run from apartment to 
apartment in what were once luxury complexes, 
through man-size holes smashed in the walls, 
taking shots at regime soldiers and running for 
cover. The best cover is to shoot through two 
rooms at a target. The rebels move with the sun, 
searching for unbroken shafts of light that cut 
though the collapsed concrete. 

Hameed, a heavy machine gunner, has a 
saying: "Walla len kayiff" ("Tomorrow will be 
better"). When the heavy winter sky mutes the 
sun or when the fire dies before everyone is 
warm: Walla len kayiff. 

The television in a sandwich shop plays 
Orient News, clips of gunfire and -government- 
enforced starvation in Damascus, Hama and 
refugee camps. The sound of the TV overlaps 
rifle bursts from outside, somewhere in the 
night. Rebel fighters chewing on dry shawarma 
sandwiches don't even blink. It has been a 
blessed day. The daily air strike that put a hole in 
the city center wounded only three. Two of the 
men were rushed to the -hospital—one with a 
lacerated neck, the other with shrapnel wounds; 
he lost most of his large intestine in surgery. The 
third cursed God aloud moments after the bomb 
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hit and was beaten unconscious by witnesses for 
apostasy. 

"They shouldn't have done that," says 
Ahmad Saoud, a commander of one of the 
largest brigades of the Free Syrian Army in the 
city. "It's getting cold. The people need their 
God close." 

According to UN reports, since the conflict 
began, more than 100,000 Syrians have been 
killed, many of them members of the Free Syrian 
Army, a disconnected collection of brigades 
fighting for a freer, more democratic Syria. 

Until recently, the generally ragtag group was 
plagued by petty bickering over weapons and 
funding, often resorting to extortion. They 
were outgunned from the start by Assad's 
government, which has used chemical weapons, 
planes, helicopters, tanks and even starvation to 
terrorize civilians. 

Then, in January 2012, the Al Qaeda-funded 
group Jabhat al-Nusra entered Syria with 
hundreds of foreign jihadist fighters hardened 
by guerrilla battle in Chechnya, Kosovo, Iraq 
and Afghanistan. The group's militant Islamic 
ethics set it apart from moderate Syrians, but its 
savage efficacy earned respect. In the past two 
years, al-Nusra has been credited with several 
rebel victories, including the seizure of a massive 
government weapons-storage facility reported 
to be the second largest in the country. While 
the group's abilities were not questioned, its 
motives were. 

"Al-Nusra fighters are here for jihad. They're 
not revolutionaries. They're not fighting for 
Syrian rights, but they can definitely fight," says 
Layth al-Midani, a Syrian American nonprofit 
worker who routinely deals with rebel groups to 
facilitate aid distribution. 

The arrival of Jabhat al-Nusra caused a shift 
in the war. The revolutionary ideas behind the 
uprising took a backseat to the centuries-old 
conflict between Syria's Sunnis and the Alawite 
sect to which Assad belongs. By last fall, the 
democratic revolution had morphed into a 
Sunni fight to eliminate -Alawites and Assad's 
Shia backers in Iran, the kafir—the infidels. The 
struggle was no longer a fight for free speech, 
but what were outgunned, war-weary Syrians 
to do? 

What they did was sign on. The melancholy 
al-Nusra war song replaced the old revolution 
songs as one of the most popular tunes in 
northern Syria. People sang it while they 
worked: "Greetings to -Jabhat al-Nusra-ah- 
ah/Over apostates we will tri-uh-uh-uh-umph." 

Midani hums the song while sorting bags 
full of donated clothing for refugees in Hama. 
The dry air carries the sound toward two boys 
wobbling down the road with a tub of dirty 
water in the refugee camp near the village of 
Atmah. A kilometer from an illegal path across 
the Turkey-Syria border, a man selling sodas, 
belts and socks sings it loudly, hitting every note. 

SONG OF THE CARROTS 

When a new homegrown war single pops 
up on YouTube, Ahmed, a long-haired 25-year- 
old misanthrope, hears it at his small marble 
ranch house in Reyhanli, a lifetime away from 


the violence that surrounds his Syrian home 
in Aleppo, where his brother led a brigade 
of rebel fighters. Ahmed and the rest of the 
family have moved to Turkey for safety. Besides, 
Ahmed thinks the war is stupid. Wearing one 
of his three Pink Floyd T-shirts, he shuffles cards 
and repeats his mantra, "War sucks, man. No 
chicks," between drags on a cigarette. 

The nonprofit workers he plays cards and 
smokes hash with claim Ahmed spent a few 
weeks fighting after the war began but soon 
quit. He played guitar a little and wrote songs 
until he quit that too. 

Ahmed has visited Aleppo a few times 
since—not to fight but out of sheer boredom. 
The first time he went back, regime soldiers 
who controlled the city captured and beat him, 
telling him that if they saw his face again he 
would disappear forever. They handcuffed him 
and threw him against the wall, demanding he 
hold still for a mug shot. 

"Can I have six little ones and one big one 
for my living room?" Ahmed asked. The soldiers 
beat him again. 

Ahmed knows where to find whores and hash 
but still complains that refugee life lacks luster. 
There's nothing to do in Reyhanli. (With the 
influx of refugees and foreign fighters traveling 
to and from Syria, Reyhanli has tripled in size 
since 2011.) He hates Turkish food. Honking 
motorcades clog the streets whenever there's 
a wedding, and some weeks there are two or 
three a day. -Partiers lean out of passenger 
windows to fire AK-47 rounds into the air. 

"They're taking our money and getting 
married," Ahmed says. "Fucking losers." 

He spends most days getting high and playing 
cards while execution videos play in the next 
room. He waits for bad news about friends to 
trickle in from beyond the border. Mostly he 
listens to music. 

One song in particular has been in his head 
since last May. He sings it as he shuffles a deck. 
The song is from a YouTube video of Free Syrian 
Army brigade commander Hassan al-Jazar, 
whose last name means "the carrot." Jazar 
led one of the most secular FSA brigades in 
the city—Shuhada Badr, or Martyrs of the Full 
Moon. Known as the Stoner brigade, Shuhada 
Badr became -hometown-famous for a shaky 
YouTube video showing a dozen or so fighters 
puffing and passing a joint while singing 
in Arabic, "We are the Carrots, we are the 
-Carrots/Hassan al-Jazar raised us." 

Jazar was a notably corrupt leader who 
robbed, accepted bribes and was rumored to 
be behind several daylight kidnappings. But the 
Carrots were the real face of the Syrian conflict. 
Some of the small assembly of 400 Carrots were 
at the top of their medical-school class; there 
were also college dropouts, clerks, actors, rock 
musicians. They were young men who trolled 
for foreign women online and liked smoking 
hash, according to Omar, 23, an Aleppo fighter 
who had friends in Jazar's brigade. "They were 
the true Syrians," he says, chain-smoking on a 
carpet in Reyhanli. 

That was before fighters from ISIS (Islamic 
State of Iraq and al-Sham) arrived. An 
outgrowth of Jabhat al-Nusra, ISIS brought 


military precision and militant Islamic beliefs to 
the battle. At first welcomed by revolutionaries 
as skilled reinforcements, ISIS spread "like 
a virus," says Juma al-Qassim, a media 
representative for the Free Syrian Army. 

ISIS quickly cordoned off a large swath 
of northern Syria, turning it into a caliphate 
complete with sharia courts that regularly 
handed down death sentences. ISIS forces 
set up a system of tightly controlled highway 
checkpoints stemming from Aleppo to nearly 
all the major liberated cities and their outlying 
villages. These checkpoints turned entire 
communities into jihadist islands presided 
over by ISIS emirs—judges who were either 
indoctrinated native Syrians or appointed by 
cronies. 

The presence of ISIS quickly wore on native 
Syrians. ISIS gunmen routinely attacked 
shopkeepers, forcing them to hand over cartons 
of cigarettes to be burned in the street because 
the ISIS brand of Islam deems smoking haram— 
forbidden—and a distraction from religious 
practices. For the residents of Idlib, where 
nonsmokers are practically as rare as unicorns, it 
was a cultural slap in the face. 

All this weighs on Ahmed. "I have to do 
something. I'm sick of running, man. Maybe I'll 
fight for a while, then I don't know," he says. 

Last November ISIS executed Jazar, the 
Carrots' commander, after nearly a month 
in captivity in Aleppo. His and the corpses of 
several of his closest men were tossed into a 
landfill on the outskirts of town. Ahmed has 
watched Jazar's execution from two angles on 
YouTube. Jazar kneels, second from the right 
in a line of prisoners, surrounded by black- 
masked onlookers. The executioner reads a list 
of offenses before shooting him in the back of 
the head. 

"He kept calling Jazar 'brother,' over and 
over," Ahmed says. 

Some of the Carrots who didn't die with 
Jazar were hunted down. Most are in hiding or 
have taken up with other brigades. The Carrots' 
anthem disappeared, replaced by songs no 
longer the product of silly, hopeful young men 
sounding out freedom over a toke. That part of 
the war is over. 

Now Ahmed watches a YouTube version of 
the ISIS anthem "Where Are Our Days?"—a 
solemn dirge that ominously marches along: 
"Alawites be patient/We are coming to 
slaughter you." In the video, a young boy sits on 
a soldier's shoulders and sings while gesturing 
with a knife as though cutting the throat of an 
infidel. 

"No one sings revolution songs anymore," 
Omar says. "Now we sing for jihad." 

SONGS OF JIHAD 

When I meet him, Yousef and six other FSA 
soldiers are cramming into a tiny sedan, en 
route to Gaziantep's strobe-lit casinos to buy 
prostitutes. But you'd never know it. The men 
look like pious sectarians, wearing beards over 
traditional Islamic garb. They are native Syrians, 
yet they worry that questioning at an ISIS 
checkpoint could lead to detainment, a sharia 
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trial and execution. Before driving away, the 
men explain the best way to pass unhindered: 
traditional clothing, an AK-47 on the shoulder 
and the shahada—"There is no god but God 
and Muhammad is his -messenger"—on the 
lips. 

"Every day there are Syrians executed in 
Aleppo. Foreigners executing us," says Yousef, 
shaking his head. 

-Checkpoint-speckled arteries separate 
the "state of Aleppo," as the ISIS—controlled 
territory is referred to, from the rest of Syria. The 
black flag of the Islamic prophet Muhammad, 
which ISIS adopted as its symbol, flies against 
the gray sky. "They control who comes in, 
who goes out, everything. It's their land," says 
Mohammed, a refugee, over coffee at the Hotel 
Alice cafe in Reyhanli. 

The Koran prophesies that the union of Syria 
with Jordan, Palestine and Lebanon preempts a 
bloody war between Muslims and nonbelievers. 
"They believe it is written; that's why they 
come," says Mohammed. 

After ISIS occupied his village, Mohammed 
stopped shaving and in public began to 
use a miswak—a small twig for cleaning 
teeth—which, according to Islamic stories, the 
prophet Muhammad (peace be upon his soul) 
recommends. 

Mohammed also keeps two jihadist songs on 
his cell phone: "They Made a Promise," which 
features the chorus "The Assad fighters made 
a promise/Then we came and killed them all"; 
and "Time to Be Mujahideen," with the chorus 
"We wished for years for the time we could be 
mujahideen /Hooray for militant Islamic actions 
in Palestine, the Philippines, Chechnya and 
America." He plays them in the car to help ease 
his way through ISIS checkpoints. 

"You have to look like them, act like them," 
he says. 

Mohammed and Yousef have never met, 
but they have much in common. Both men 
were raised in small Syrian villages in the north. 
Both still have family in those villages who 
now struggle to find food. During the protests 
that sparked the revolution, both remember 
singing "Jaana, Jaana, Jaana," a slow, hypnotic 
revolution song. Jaana means "paradise," and 
the chorus soars, "Paradise, paradise, paradise, 
our country is paradise." Both men have 
forgotten the rest of the lyrics. 

THE LAST SONG 

Some nights, when the war came close, 
members of the Fresh FM family slept at the 
radio station, pressed along the concrete wall 
next to Salloum. 

The war was getting close to my guide 
and me as well. On December 4, Yasser Faisal 
al-Jumaili, an Iraqi freelance journalist from 
Fallujah, was shot dead at an ISIS checkpoint in 
Idlib less than 60 kilometers from the Turkish 
border. FSA fighters who broke the news to us 
speculated that it was related to his Western 
dress. They also indicated that we could be next. 

My editor advised me to get out and wired 
money for a plane ticket. I just had to make it 
safely out of Syria and into Turkey. So days later, 


we passed through an ISIS checkpoint, stowed 
in the back of a gutted ambulance. The air 
dipped below freezing as we waited for hours at 
the border crossing into Turkey. Next to us, two 
Syrian women cradled sick infants. Tiny bare 
blue feet stuck out of each woman's colorful 
bundle. They sang soft lullabies, though their 
cracked lips were strained by the cold. Our ride 
out of Syria showed up that night. Theirs did 
not. 

On December 28 the war caught up with 
Fresh FM while Salloum was in Turkey. Shortly 
before midnight, 25 armed militants in ski 
masks stormed the building and forced their 
way into the radio station. They held six people 
at gunpoint, including Juneid, Hamaadi and 
Bayoosh, and demanded that radio staffers 
hand over any foreign journalists staying in 
the compound. By this time, there were none. 
Angered, the militants shouted sectarian insults 
at their six bound hostages: unholy, infidel, 
enemy of God, kafir. 

"When they called them kafir, we knew they 
were ISIS," Salloum says. 

The intruders ransacked Fresh FM, taking 
everything from computers, generators and 
broadcast equipment to coffee, tea and candy. 
They emptied staffers' pockets, scrounging for 
lighters. Then they loaded the hostages into 
trucks and drove them out of Kafranbel to what 
many assumed would be their death. 

I hope someone is listening. 

The Syrian people answered Salloum. After 
news of the raid spread, demonstrations 
exploded on Kafranbel's streets. Protest signs 
blasted ISIS, as well as the Assad government. 
Local Syrians were now united behind two 
goals: to oust Bashar al-Assad and to oust the 
sectarian agenda of Al Qaeda. 

On January 3 native rebel groups across Syria 
unleashed an organized offensive against ISIS, 
eventually seizing its headquarters in Aleppo. 
Many cited the raid on Fresh FM as a reason for 
the attack. 

These days, the roads in Idlib are relatively 
free of checkpoints. It's a calm drive for Salloum 
from Reyhanli, past the Byzantine ruins, up 
above the valley walls to Kafranbel, even 
though he knows the war isn't over. Planes 
still roar overhead, and peril still lurks around 
every corner—especially for those who have 
introduced themselves on the radio. In late 
January unknown assailants gunned down 
Fresh FM co-founder Fares near his home. Of 
the approximately 60 AK-47 rounds fired at 
him, one landed in Fares's abdomen, another in 
his shoulder. Neighbors heard the gunfire and 
carried Fares to the hospital. 

In February Salloum tells me over Skype that 
though Fares has not fully recovered, he will 
make it. So will the radio station. Fairuz, Enrique 
Iglesias and Nasser Deeb are back on the air, 
filling the space between news reports. Salloum 
is back in Kafranbel, meeting with his radio 
family, tweaking broadcast copy and chain¬ 
smoking. 

He runs one hand through his graying hair 
and sighs. "You have to be patient to work in a 
place that will explode." 

B 
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Extreme 

Continued from page 98 


As the bridge comes up at her- 

"Break off!" Kurt yells. 

She does. 

Opens her wings and "slows" to only 100. 

Ninety. 

Eighty. 

Arches her spine downward to control her 
angle of attack and turns her neck to the right 
to look at him and he looks back but he doesn't 
open. 

• 

One eighty-five. 

Fast, faster, fastest. 

Even the tiny act of raising his right arm to 
look at the dial knocks him off course but he 
shifts his left shoulder and straightens. 

Seventy-degree angle. 

Cuh-raazy. 

Running out of clock to pull up. 

But it doesn't get any better than this. 

Adrenaline coursing, wind slapping him, this 
is freedom, the will to live or die, he aims for the 
bottom steel beam and sees the flags. 

It will never get any better than this, so- 

What's the fucking point? 

• 

The wind takes her. 

Throws her sideways and sends her spinning. 

Out of control. 

The world whirling around her—the sky, the 
bridge, the canyon, the sky—her neck feels like 
it might fracture, head fly off. She sees him for 
only a microsecond as she spins, his black figure 
plunging, and she knows he's hit the max but 
Paige... 

Decides to live. 

Superb athlete. 

Prime conditioning. 

Cool head. 

Indomitable will. 

She gets very active, arches her back up, 
points her face up toward the sun and flies. 

Up. 

A graceful arc up and over the bridge and 
then she arcs down, tucks her chin and hits the 
ripcord. 

Floating down toward the river. 

Looks back toward the bridge and sees Kurt 
coming. 

Like a stooping falcon diving at its prey. 

Paige has seen a falcon kill. 

The violent impact, the spray of blood and 
feathers. 

• 

Kurt aims at the bottom of the bridge at an 
impossible speed, aiming for the bottom, cutting 
it so close, too close. 

Wind in his ears, he can't hear the scream of 


the crowd. 

He spreads his wings. 

The steel beam comes at his face. 

He goes under the bridge. 

Reaches his arms up for the flags and grabs 
them. 

The motion throws him up toward the steel 
beam. 

• 

She loses sight of him. 

He's gone. 

Then he emerges under the bridge. 

His chute opens. 

And Paige, the scientist, thanks the gods of 
earth and air. 

• 

They meet in the water and swim to the 
Zodiac. 

"Amazing!" Kurt hears Jay scream through 
the headset. "Freaking amazing!" 

They climb into the raft and look up. 

"I hate you," Paige says to him as they watch 
Lev's flight. 

"Easy to do," Kurt says. "And I understand." 

• 

Lev's flight is beautiful. 

This is the day that we have and it's a 
beautiful day. 

Then it goes wrong. 

• 

Latchkey is coming fast. 

Wind buffets him but he's in control. 

He is, after all, a falcon reborn. 

Almost over the bridge when the downdraft 
hits him. 

And drives him into the railing. 

At 80 per. 

Paige has seen a falcon kill. 

The violent impact. 

The spray of blood and feathers as the crowd 
on the bridge screams, moans, "Oh no oh no." 

Look or shield their eyes as Latchkey makes 
YouTube. 

• 

They scatter Latchkey's ashes in Moab. 

Among the red rocks that he scrambled up 
and jumped from. 

Kurt cries. 

Paige sobs. 

Lev bought a falcon ($57K on the black 
market, no wonder he needs money) and 
releases it. 

Into the vast blue Western sky to be reborn. 

• 

That night the tribe gathers at McStiff's (the 
name is cautionary if you really explore it) for the 
wake. 

The fliers, the jumpers, the climbers, the 
runners, the ultras, the extremes, the restless, 
the mad souls- 

And drink beer and whiskey and tell Latchkey 
stories. 

Remember when, remember when, remember 
that time Latchkey. 

Somewhere in there Kurt takes Lev outside 
into the parking lot. 

Under a yellow moon and says... 

"I'm in." 

"Yes?" 

"Let's do it." 

This last thing. 

This. 

Extreme. 

(To be continued....) 
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PLAYMATE UPDATE 


ALL-IN IN MACAU 

International Playmates Marta, Rellys, and Zane invaded the Global 
Gaming Expo (G2E) Asia held last May at the Venetian in Macau. The 
International Playmates from last year's Playmate Gala participated on 
behalf of PLAYBOY Philippines in what is considered to be the largest 
event for the global gaming industry. 




PLAYMATE RELLYS 
AND ZANE’S 
HOMECOMING 

We're sure you gents missed Playmates Rellys and 
Zane, Playboy Romania and Playboy Latvia's representatives 
from last year's Playmate of the Year Philippine Gala. We 
know we did! As such, we invited them to come over and 
take advantage of the last days of summer for a relaxing 
weekend at the beach before heading out to the Global 
Gaming Expo Asia in Macau, on behalf of PLAYBOY 
Philippines. Expect to see their sizzling photo-editorials here 
soon. 
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It has been six 
smashing years 
since the PLAYBOY 
enterprise reached the 
Philippine shores through 
PLAYBOY Philippines. Since 
then, the magazine has been 
a fixture on coffee tables and 
personal libraries, providing 
an insight into an exclusive, 
dapper world. To celebrate 
this milestone, PLAYBOY 
Philippines held an intimate 
party last June at the Solaire 
Resort and Casino. It was a 
truly wonderful evening, what 
with the ravishing Playmates, 
exquisite performances, 
overflowing liquors, and 
wonderful company. Our 
favorite moment of the night? 
Definitely the part when the 
Playmates and other models 
took to the catwalk. Of course, 
the crowd got a little more 
rowdy when our gorgeous 
May-June cover girl, IMara 
Lopez, took the stage during 
the finale of the show. Cheers 
to six years of PLAYBOY PH. 

Cheers to more years of good, 
dean. Playboy fun. 

Photography by Celwyn Abosolo, Paolo 
Zapotero, Jerry Mejia, Rocker Masogca 
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RECALL* 

PLAYBOY ISSUE JULY 1969 









PLAYBOY INTERVIEWS ROD STEIGER, GOES ON A FUN-BOGGY BASH, 
FOCUSES ON A FLOCK OF SEXY AMERICAN BIRDS, EXAMINES THE SENSUAL 
"LETTING GO" MOVEMENT, PLUGS INTO THE WORLD OF ROBOTS AND 
OFFERS FACT AND FICTION BY JUSTICE WILLIAM 0, DOUGLAS. EVAN HUNTER, 
J, PAUL GETTY, HEINRICH BOLL, ROGER PRICE AND DONALD E, WESTLAKE 


ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN 


FLA 


JULY 1969 • ONE DOLLAR 

OY 


As a historic and world-renowned brand, PLAYBOY has made significant contributions to iconic magazine design and brilliant content which has become the standard for men's magazines all over the 
world, PLAYBOY Recall looks back at special moments in the history of the magazine through iconic and game-changing PLAYBOY issues, 

PLAYBOY’S July 1969 issue ushered in the summer with a nifty (and sultry) guide to the ins and outs of ‘sunmanship 1 and grooming, with its definitive compendium on looking good under the sun. 
The issue featured articles about the then emerging field of robotics, as well as the growing movement towards spontaneous sensuality. In between Barbi Benton’s enticing cover appearance, Playmate 
Nancy McNeil's prim and rousing centerfold, and Tina Aumont’s wild-eyed pictorial, the issue goes all out with the good stuff in welcoming the summer sun. 
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- 525,600 - 

MINUTES OF 

SWEET VICTORY 

That's one year of elated fist-pumping, gleeful cheers, and changing lives. These are 
victorious moments that send your spirit soaring with joy. It's unbelievable, it's incredible. 
Here, it's expected. We are privileged to be part of one year of sharing in your moments 
of triumph and we hope to continue to be part of your unrelenting prosperity. 


Solaire. One year of creating moments. 





